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Editorial 

Too Many CDs! 

Could this be the rallying cry for anyone even remotely 
connected with music these days? This note arrived from 
Martin Archer in a letter and appended to his own 
catalogue. Since starting this magazine I find my mailbox 
awash with sample CDs from the four corners of the 
globe. Record shops have mushroomed into a 
mega-business; back catalogues are reissued wholesale; 
artists release home-made CDs. I'm not ungrateful friends, 
please keep sending them! Yet does anyone else share my 
occasional ambivalence to this wealth of riches? Sometimes 
I love to wallow in the excess of my collections, enough 
music lining the walls of my cell to last me for ten lifetimes; 
so many unexplored regions, so many more still to 
discover. Then, every so often, the futility of everything 
hangs over me and I feel disgusted with this obscene pile 
of silver fripponeries; each CD seems an unnecessary 
distraction, a plaything for a jaded ninny reclining on his 
chaise longue. I abase myself in sackcloth and ashes, 
attempt to curb my spending habits, all without avail. The 
strange guilt I associate with overspending (probably 
instilled by my thrifty parents, truth be known) ruins my 
listening pleasure; music becomes as ashes in my mouth. 

One phenomenon I used to enjoy was simply reading 
about records - not necessarily reviews, just news of their 
releases was sufficient to get my mouth watering. To begin 
with, reading is a guilt-free thing - you're just 
window-shopping, looking at the expensive toys there but • 
not spending your pocket money, Secondly, I always loved 
the idea of there being more going on than I could possibly 
handle, an exploding universe of endeavour which your 
handy music paper could attempt to navigate. Plus, of 
course, you could use reading as a substitute for listening - 
a well-informed opinion could be yours for the price of a 
bag of chips, and save you actually having to listen to the 
stuff. Of course, this is one of the late 20th century 
diseases - the ubiquitous print and electronic media filter 
everything through their refractive lenses, giving us all 
more or less the same distorted perspective on the artistic 
worlds. We're over-informed, genned up on trivia about a 
movie which pre-condition our minds before we even 
enter the cinema. 

What rescues one from the Too Many CDs factor? The 
actual' process of listening, of course. Art creates a 
situation where, as Jeanette Winterson puts it, the 
smallness of life drops away. A good piece of music is a 
refreshing experience: the better it is, the more it will 
clear away the clutter of your brain and project its colours 
onto a clean sheet. Even an indifferent piece of music can 
do this to an extent. For the 70+ minutes that the laser 
tracks the bits, you're in thrall to the experience. 
Whatever paranoid nonsense bothers you either side of 
this is your own business. The jewel cases become like so 
much empty paraphernalia, spent cartridge shells littering 
the battlefield; but it's only through this apparatus that the 
art can enter your life in the first place. 

There can never be too much music! 
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keen fans. Thorough 
research and hard 
work are the 
hallmarks of this 
rescue mission, and 
two CD volumes of 
The Carl Stalling 
Project have thus 
surfaced. This music 
is now redeemed from 
the halfway house of 
neglect - where it 
might have languished 
forever, perceived as 
mere 'background 
music' to the art of 
Chuck Jones and 
others, or due to its 
'lowbrow-culture' 
connections, not taken 
seriously in the first 
place. Carl Stalling 
used what was in the 
air around him. His 
genius lay not simply 
in producing original 
compositions, but in 
collaging hit tunes or 
popular classics - 
known musical 
quantities - and 
condensing them 
down into intense miniatures (a format dictated by the 
length of the cartoon, the fast movement of the action), 
pressing as many buttons as possible for maximum 
audience response. The music had to assist in conveying an 
idea, an emotion, a setting - and do it fast. Hence, a large 
number of 'musical quotes' - of which Raymond Scott 
wound up being one more ingredient in the stew. His back 
catalogue of compositions had been licensed to Warner 
Brothers in 1 94 1 . If you want statistics, Carl Stalling made 
133 uses of Scott music in 1 17 cartoons from 1943 to 
about I960; 'Powerhouse' was used 43 times. 


Ihe mystery 1 
of Raymond 

Scott? 


Smart cookies who went to the Meltdown Festival at the 
South Bank some two summers ago will have heard the 
music of Raymond Scott as played by The Wooden 
Indians, a sextet of Netherlandish musicians from the 
Dutch Broadcasting Orchestra. This writer missed the 
show and had to have the 'mystery' of Scott outlined to 
him. It's still an intriguing tale. Remember the facts that 
don't quite add up... Raymond Scott did not exist; he was a 
composer who never put pen to paper; The Raymond 
Scott Quintette never had five players; and his music is 
better known today through Carl Stalling's cartoon scores 
than his own records. Let's investigate... 


Laughing Violins 

The way in for most people is through the classic Warner 
Brothers cartoons. If you ever payed attention to the 
music for these cartoons, chances are you will have heard 
a Raymond Scott composition. Carl Stalling was the 
uncannily gifted musical arranger whose work has been 
brought to wider attention since about 1 990, through the 
remarkable efforts of Hal Willner, John Zorn and other 


No denying these 
Stalling CDs are a 
fascinating, and at times 
a dizzying and alarming 
listen - half of the 
sensation comes from 
divorcing the music 
from its functional 
support-structure, the 
cartoon for which it was 
composed. It seems 
doubly wild and crazy. 
The compilers are more 
than aware of this 
phenomenon. In 
restoring this neglected 
great to the hall of fame, 
some have gone a little 
too far; John Zorn I 
think wants it to be 
something more than it 
is, reckoning Stalling a 
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modern master composer on a par 
with Charles Ives. This says a lot 
about Zorn's post-modernism. 

Personally I think the cartoons 
were great, and that trash culture 
of all sorts is entertaining and fun, 
and I'm not too concerned about 
slotting it into some hierarchy of 
High Art - this is a sickness we 
inherited from Art Historians who 
imposed a personality-based star 
system with the Renaissance at the 
centre. But I digress - this isn't Carl 
Stalling's story- 

Hot Jazz and Swing! 

Some of these ditties Stalling was 
using actually dated back to a 
slightly earlier period. The 
Raymond Scott Quintette 
produced several hit records in the big-band era, the late 
1930s. These records sold phenomenally well (in the 
hundred-thousands, some say), in spite of the Depression 
and record sales generally being slow. Thanks to the 
Columbia CD compilation Reckless Nights and Turkish 
Twilights we can have the chance to study these Scott 
records on their own terms. Here are 22 tiny 
masterpieces, each one more astonishing than the last (if 
you play them in that order). They are so compacted as to 
appear to be fully formed, bearing an almost unnatural 
perfection and polish, almost not composed at all. There's 
whimsy and humour in the titles, and in the fast-paced 
music itself. You can see how these items would lend 
themselves to being used as cartoon music, even if they 
weren't composed for that reason. But they're more than 
simply novelty records; there's intelligence and wit here 
and all of this makes them very very enjoyable indeed. 

Harry Warnow was a gifted Jewish youngster who was 
born in Brooklyn New York City in 1 909. His older 
brother Mark was five years old when the family arrived in 
New York from Russia. Their father Joseph was a violinist. 
Mark had become an established violin player with CBS 
(Columbia), when he encouraged Harry's precocious 
piano skills, bought him a Steinway grand piano and paid 
for a scholarship at the Institute of Musical Art (later to 
become Juillard ). Harry joined the CBS radio orchestra 
thereafter, and seemed to have a rewarding career 
assured, but after five years began to grow tired of the 
repertoire of tunes he had to play, and his rather 
corporate-sounding role as 'staff pianist'. He had in fact 
been working on his own compositions. Hand-picking 
players from the orchestra, he formed his own combo of 
five players (plus himself), took the name Raymond Scott 
from a telephone directory, and called it The Raymond 
Scott Quintette, retaining the 'Quintette' component 
because he liked the word. 

In a way these records derive from the raw material of 
phrases and moments learned from Jazz and Swing records 
of the 1 920s. David Ewen: They are at times brilliant 
projections of hot-jazz styles and idioms which, up to now, 
had been confined almost exclusively to dance music. 
Warnow Senior had owned a record shop in New York, 
where Harry was able to hear records from all over the 
world. He listened intently and later was able to use this 
vocabulary to construct something new. An intense 


process of distillation; he could eat 
grapes and spit out 60% proof 
Grappa. The humble gramophone 
record became an important part 
in a remarkable communication 
system; Scott could seize the 
essence and suck out the marrow 
of a piece of music, just by getting 
to it through the grooves. Learning 
by feeling, and not just by studying 
the rules of music...when you think 
of the other ways he might have 
done it, he was certainly capable 
enough - reading sheet music, 
studying a combo's playing 
techniques, the conduction method 
of the leader. But any of the 
conventional routes above would 
have simply been boring! 

You know the great blues musicians can always confound 
people who do understand the rules of music. Charley 
Patton's music is subjected to analysis by Stephen Calt and 
Gayle Wardlow in King of the Delta blues: The Life and 
music of Charley Pattorr, these scholars marvel at Patton's 
ability to play an irregular number of bars with 
half-measures, switching between time signatures, or 
achieving a 'descending cadence from the dominant to the 
subdominant to the mediant (major third)'. Of course, 
Patton (a self-taught guitarist, playing mostly by ear, feeling 
and songs memorised aurally ) wouldn't have known what 
they were talking about. A Radio 4 Desert Island Discs 
guest (if I remember rightly) agreed. A slightly stuffy 
academic, he admired the barrelhouse boogie-woogie 
piano music of Meade Lux Lewis, and admitted defeat with 
the words 'Of course, this music is impossible to play...' 

An extravagant way to compose 

Scott did not write any sheet music for a single one of 
these pieces. Each was composed mosaic fashion, working 
cheek by jowl with his musicians. He would play a fragment 
of music on the piano; the horn player would learn it, then 
practise it until it was memorised. In jigsaw-puzzle fashion, 
an entire tune could be built up. From then on it was a 
case of the musicians rehearsing and practising it - 
relentlessly - until completely learned. In the 1960s, Don 
Van Vliet would teach his music to The Magic Band in 
much the same way. Once learned, no variation from the 
piece would be permitted; similarly soul king James Brown, 
who would dock the wages of his backing players if they 
hit a single wrong note. Only the exquisite works of S J 
Perelman (the American humourist who is little read 
today) exhibit the same obsession with polish and 
perfection; his elaborate confections seem to have rolled 
straight from his sardonic tongue, yet they were the result 
of endless, agonized-over rewrites. 

Although called 'kittenish pseudo-jazz' by one critic, and 
using instruments associated with jazz, Scott's music 
denied the heart of jazz - improvisation. Even if 
improvisation had been a determining feature at a more 
embryonic stage, even that fleeting gesture of freedom 
would end up cast in bronze. Not a shred of written 
score, charts or cues at any stage; everything was in the 
heads of the players. 

This mosaic technique of composition is something, I 
suggest, very suited to the age of magnetic tape, the 
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playback. Other great 'naive' talents - Brian Wilson, The 
Residents - have exhibited their talent for using playback as 
a compositional element. How else but through a 
constantly repeatable medium (a gramophone record) 
could Scott have taken to heart the little seconds of 
pleasure that so tickled his senses? His technique likewise 
made machines out of his players; he was using them as a 
live tape recorder. He was also using them as an extension 
of the piano. In the same way, Ornette Coleman 'played' 
The London Symphony Orchestra (on 1 972's Skies of 
America, with the help of David Measham) as though it 
was just the world's biggest saxophone - since that was the 
instrument he mainly composed on. 

Why has sheet music become perceived as 'necessary' to 
creating a work of music? Chris Cutler's theory (in File 
under Popular) is that sheet music isn't necessarily a good 
thing; it's been around since the Middle Ages, but through 
mechanical printing it developed as a communication 
device in the 18th and 19th 
centuries with the spread of 
what is now called classical 
music. 'Notation cannot 
organically adapt', says Cutler; 
he champions the oral 
tradition, songs remembered 
and passed to the next 
generation by singing, memory 
and word alone. This tradition 
is what made Folk Music 
England’s pride (and to a 
certain extent, it spread to 
America in the early part of 
this century). Is Raymond Scott 
a sophisticated Folk musician? 

Cutler goes on to link sheet 
music to the commodification 
of music (reducing it to an 
ownable, sellable physical 
entity) which is a Marxist tack 
of no concern to us here. Of 
more interest is Milton Babbit's 
view on 20th century 
composition generally: 

This music employs a tonal vocabulary which is more 
'efficient' than that of the music of the past, or its 
derivatives. This...make[s] possible a greatly increased 
number of pitch simultaneities, successions and 
relationships. This increase in efficiency necessarily 
reduces the 'redundancy' of the language, and as a result 
the intelligible communication of the work demands 
increased accuracy from the transmitter (the performer) 
and activity from the receiver (the listener). 

Machinery was also an integral tool in the whole Scott 
process. He learned music from records, and studied the 
records of his own music so he could make changes and 
corrections. He built a prototype music centre which 
could make tapes from records for his home use. He 
devised a special tape recorder so he could record 
one-minute bursts of improvisation at the piano, and use 
the instant playback facility to form compositions. His love 
of tinkering with electronic equipment would pave the way 
for his later innovations in electronic music, and partly 
assist in the creation of his unusual sound on the 1 930s 
recordings. 


Skip the Eyes... 

The original Raymond Scott Quintette was Louis Shoobe 
(bass), Pete Pumigilo (clarinet), Bunny Berigan (trumpet) 
soon replaced by Dave Wade, Dave Harris (saxophone) 
and Johnny Williams (drums). Scott himself played piano 
and celeste. Also heard on the Columbia CD are Russ 
Case on trumpet and Fred Whiting on bass; and two 
tracks from the later New Orchestra. As jobbing 
professional musicians, these men were not entirely 
comfortable with the Scott method. Learning the pieces by 
'head' arrangement is not unheard of, but no band in 
history was called upon to memorise as much as they did . 
The rehearsals took up an inordinate amount of time, and 
the leader's insistence on accuracy and perfection was 
incredibly demanding. Many of Scott's ideas were 
piano-based, and not always easy to translate onto a wind 
instrument, which uses a different scale and a different way 
of playing. 

Any difficulty was likely 
compensated in some way by 
the financial successes. For the 
time of their career the records 
sold well (Al Brackman, a 
producer for Irving Mills's 
record label, spotted the appeal 
straight away); and the band 
was in demand: there were live 
shows, radio appearances, and 
lucrative work in Hollywood. 
CBS gave Scott whatever he 
needed in terms of studios, 
engineers, arrangers or 
musicians. And there was fun. 
The 'silent music' routine was 
where each player mimed the 
movements of playing their 
instruments without actually 
producing a single note. Some 
have seen this as a precursor to 
the infamous silent piece of 
John Cage; 1 930s audiences 
were kept in stitches. 

The visionary artist /composer at the centre; this pattern 
is so similar to other manifestations in American music, for 
example the Sun Ra Arkestra or any incarnation of Frank 
Zappa's studio and touring bands. Not wishing to 
perpetuate any romantic 'God-Artist' perfect-creator 
myths, but one notes that the players - talented as they 
are - tend not to do quite so well when removed from the 
orbit of their avatar. Shoobe said: 7 don't think you could 
do it under another conductor. After / left Scott, / 
worked under another conductor who tried some of that 
music, and / couldn't even do my own part'. Some of the 
original Mothers of Invention were superlative players, but 
outside of a few fringe projects why are there so few 
memorable solo records? 

The original Quintette lasted for two years, then Scott 
formed a big band; this later incarnation was a bit more 
conventional. This time it was music you could dance to 
(unlike that of the Quintette), although Scott continued to 
demand the same level of commitment and perfection 
from his players. This combo stopped in 1942 after a 
series of tours. Still bubbling with success, he became a 
music director at CBS where he formed the very first 
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integrated band in America - black musicians and white 
musicians together in the same gig. 


culture-clashing of Bjork or Vanessa-Mae. I’m sure an essay 
is waiting to be written here... 



Stylised miniature movies 

Each Raymond Scott miniature is a picture in sound. From 
an early age, he had been thinking of music in visual terms 
I'd see a cow and think How can / portray that cow in 
music ? But unlike the tone-painting of say Duke Ellington, 
Scott's approach is eccentric and strange. An elaborate 
title clues you in and suggests an incongruous image - 
'War Dance for Wooden Indians', 'Dinner Music for a 
Pack of Hungry Cannibals', 'Square Dance for Eight 
Egyptian Mummies'. This was a continuous process, 
whereby 'Scott would dream up an unlikely situation, 
compress it into a title and then describe it in numbers' - 
inventing the music to 'draw' it. David Ewen: He has 
tried to express in music the 'feel' of a thimble, a 
telephone, a hot ear of corn, and a bumpy air journey 
over Newark. This is an interesting sense-swapping 
phenomenon (a pre-Acid version of the rave light show, 
or amplified guitar solos approximating the LSD effect) 
and a very cinematic one. Who hasn't been excited by 
the possibilities of putting the right music with the right 
fast-moving visuals? (Ask any bloody MTV director). 
Scott's little game would be to visualise his own imaginary 
movies in miniature, with feature-length titles, and the 
music would do the rest. Unsurprising to learn that Scott 
worked in Hollywood for one year (in 1937), signed by 
David Selznick to do film music for 20th Century Fox; his 
compositions grace the films Happy Landing, AH Baba 
goes to town, and Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm. 'Toy 
Trumpet' was written for Shirley Temple to sing and 
became another hit record. 


Thank you for you kind attention. Next trip we hope to 
tell you something about Scott's electronic music, his 
inventions the Clavivox and Electronium, and the Soothing 
Sounds for Baby CD if I can find a copy... 


more music from Warner Bros. 


Another later musician who liked elaborate titles was 
Charles Mingus, great jazz composer and arranger who 
achieved remarkable story epics of his own such as 
'Pithecanthropus Erectus' whose theme was nothing less 
than the evolutionary progress (and regression) of 
mankind. A favourite title was 'The Shoes of the Fishman's 
Wife are some Jive Ass Slippers', although you have to be 
a pretty imaginative listener to hear a story like that going 
on in the crazy music. 'Free Cell Block F, Tis Nazi USA' 
was a protest title tagged onto an instrumental which 
appeared to have no specific protest component. Mingus' 
music is the main course, a hefty T-Bone steak meal with 
all the trimmings, for which Raymond Scott's tasty canapes 
were the openers. 

The World Music' aspect you can pick up on in the 
'Turkish' and Eastern-sounding melodies is something that 
seemed to come naturally to Scott, accessing these 
records as soon as they hit his father's record shop 
(important capital cities were often sites for exciting 
musical developments, as they got more records and 
sooner than anyone else - Liverpool was once a thriving 
port, hence they got more Motown records before the 
rest of the UK - hence Merseybeat and The Beatles). 
Scott's interpretation of international music was essentially 
lightweight perhaps, but nowhere near as dire as the 
kitsch-ified schmaltz dayglo works of 'Exotic' Arthur 
Lyman in the 1950s. And the phenomenon of my own 
generation (when the ghastly term World Music' was first 
coined) isn't much better, a combination of politically 
correct chest-beating (anything of the 'Free Nelson 
Mandela' school) and the wretched and wanton 


cartoons 1939-1957 



Records mentioned above: 

The Carl Stalling Project: Music from 
Warner Bros Cartoons 1936-1958 
Warner Brothers YVB 9 26027-2 (1990) 

Greg Ford Executive Producer, a Deep Creek Productions 
Inc item from Hal Willner. A classic essential purchase, 
with the famous sliding intro to Merrie Melodies, a Road 
Runner episode in toto, and the distressing 'Anxiety 
Montage'. 

Reckless Nights and Turkish Twilights: 
The Music of Raymond Scott 
US Columbia CK 53028 (1992) 

A US release only and a bit hard to find in the UK for 
some reason. Produced by Irwin Chusid, with Hal Willner 
as Executive Producer. 


Sources for this article kindly provided by 

Irwin Chusid, PO Box 6258, Hoboken, 
NJ 07030, USA 

Write to him regarding further treasures from The 
Raymond Scott archives 
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In the Ait 

Galleiy 

Steve Roden / In Between Noise, Humming 

Endlessly in the Hush 

USA, New Plastic Music NPIB-2 (1995) 

Splint (The soul of wood) 

USAjJntenor^^ 

Brandon Labelle, Prima Materia 

USA, Unique Ancient Tavern (1 996) 

Roden and Labelle are a couple of Los Angeles guys both 
involved in visual arts, performance, installations and such 
like - their work has passed me by until this point (though 
Roden was at the ICA in London). In the last 5 years 
they've taken up music. I was detirmined these CDs 
wouldn't appeal to me (it all looked a bit precious) yet I 
was won over in time. The soul of wood \% a 3 "CD of 
music generated by playing a piece of wood, although not 
just any old lump of teak; it’s a 1943 Eames splint. Roden 
bows it, scrapes it and amplifies the resulting soundwaves 
through electronic devices. Calling attention in a very 
specific way to the object he uses, it's almost a surrealist 
act, a Marcel Duchamp ready-made being put to another 
purpose. Also the insistence on its concreteness, rather 


than just using any old piece of two-by-four (as I have seen 
used by Emma O'Bong in Organum recently); this reminds 
me of Edward Gorey's insistence on polished, exacting 
writing. 

The medical uses of this splint set my fertile brain 
a-fantasising - why you can practically hear some echoes of 
keening cries of pain in the music he wrings from it, as 
though all that physical agony of an amputated airman 
were somehow embodied in 'the very soul of wood' - all 
he need do is release it. A wonderful supernaturalish story 
I remember (in Punch magazine of all places) involved a 
nurse looking after an old man by the seaside; he 
somehow damaged his wooden leg and she searched the 
beach all day until she found a piece of driftwood that 
would exactly replace it. By the end of the story, she had 
ended up replacing the whole man with driftwood; the 
search for his head was a particularly difficult task. While 
not suggesting that Roden should set up an entire 
orchestra of body-part simulacra (that sounds like an EC 
Tales from the Crypt story) I endorse his approach. I'm 
sure Roger Ruskin Spear ('Noises for the Leg') would 
approve also. 

Humming Endlessly in the Hush uses field recordings and 
samples; and on many tracks, vintage toy instruments - eg 
the 1 963 Kenner toy 'scottie bagpipes'. One is reminded of 
The Residents using Toys-R-Us instruments on 
Goosebump, although that was for the sake of conceptual 
unity - nursery rhymes played on nursery instruments. 
Again, everything is specifically name-checked, indicating 
that each item was carefully chosen and not just settled on 
as the nearest 'found' object. Marcel Duchamp would 
surely approve; the heathen cast aside his works as being 
somehow 'irrelevant and random', yet Fountain (the 
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inverted urinal) remains an indelible statement to this day; 
the very act of selection was highly deliberate, and the 
contextualisation of this choice within the perameters of 
art gives it its lasting, classical status. The audible results of 
Roden's deliberations may not strike you as eventful or 
even particularly challenging at first listen; but there are 
many layers at work, carefully organised and edited sound 
events. Playing it really does have an effect on your 
surroundings; it's not a mere background hum. 

If however this sounds a bit cluttered to you and you 
would actually like a background hum CD, then Brandon 
Labelled efforts come highly recommended. He's 
attempting to take installation commissions that stage 
further, actually 'playing' the art gallery like an instrument. 
This is done by placing microphones on the walls and 
floors so as to use natural 
sound events as they are 
created (so the visitors become 
part of the piece). Sometimes 
so unobtrusive as to barely 
register, yet always gently 
asserting a palpable presence, 
this one's a weirdie. I guarantee 
you will come away from it in 
an altered state, and probably 
do something absent-minded as 
a result, like feeding raw steak 
to the goldfish. Brandon has 
stuck on his back cover an old 
1 7th century printed book 
illustration of a gardener who 
had clearly learned his lessons 
from Farmer's Manual; he has 
become a Green Man. He shed 
a leaf from his skin and posted 
it in the envelope of this CD. 

Steve Roden @ PO Box 36B/6, 

Los Angeles, CA 90036 
Brandon Labelle @ PO Box 
93 1 1 24, Los Angeles, CA 90093 

Conrad Schnitzler, Rot 
Germany, Plate Lunch 
PLATE 01 (1997) 

Conrad Schnitzler, 00/106 

Germany, Plate Lunch PUNCH 02 (1997) 

We had a mad art history tutor at college, whose lectures 
were only reported to me thankfully, but she apparently 
once backed herself into a corner defending 'truth to 
materials' in modern art. She wound up claiming the only 
way to do it would be by exhibiting huge blocks of cast 
aluminium as art; absolutely nothing else would do. This is 
not a concept I've really understood, but I guess if 
Renaissance sculptor Michaelangelo is trying to 'fool' the 
viewer into thinking carved marble was to be perceived as 
flesh or drapery, he is not being true to materials; whereas 
20th century Carl Andre, with his non-sculpted steel plates 
or arranged housebricks, is. 

Conrad Schnitzler is however, I would surmise, being 'true 
to materials' on the classic electronic LP Rot, one of the 
very desirable privately pressed LPs, originally issued in 
vinyl in a limited edition of 500. Two side-long pieces made 
up Conrad's first proper 'solo' LP (after Kluster) which 


arrived in a plain red cover. This very welcome CD issue 
endeavours to reproduce the original package as far as 
possible (red spine on the case!). The 'truth to materials' is 
in his planning of the pieces and working with his 
electronic tools, based not on whether it'll end up 
sounding good as a piece of music or noise, but on the 
inherent properties of how these devices behave when 
you plug them in and manipulate them. Modifications in 
volume, pitch, wave form, compression etc, are all 
permissible, provided one does it in a logical, almost 
algorithmical way. Schnitzler eschews any traditional 
musical notions of what constitutes aesthetic development, 
and, through a severe materialist approach, proceeds with 
sound as sound. 

'Meditation' accordingly consists of some 4 or 5 unique 
taped sound events unfolding 
simultaneously in a highly 
schematic, organised plan; any 
variations are based not on 
intuitive, 'feeling' decision, but 
materialist, mathematical rules. 
In case you're expecting a 
foreboding noise, let me point 
out there is rhythm going on 
here - a recognisable pulse beat 
forms a structure, and some 
'dub mixing' effects on the 
tapes lend it a strange dynamic. 
As to the second piece 
'Krautrock', here be primitive 
treated drum machines going 
insane with slightly irregular 
rhythms, offset by huge vectors 
of completely arrhythmic 
electric twittering patterns and 
ferocious swoops and shrieks. 

If you think there's nothing new 
under the sun, just remember 
Conrad recorded this in 1972 
when most around him were 
bent on forming rock bands and 
touring Germany with their 
warped Pink Floyd 
impersonations. 'Krautrock' just 
might be his sarcastic riposte to this situation, but it wipes 
the floor with any piece of laughable 'techno' dribble and 
Rot stands as a classic of experimental electronic music. 

00/ / 06 was recorded in 1997 and shows that Conrad 
appears to have purchased more and better electronic 
equipment, is in even tighter control of his unique sound 
sculpting technique, and most importantly that he has lost 
none of his harshness or intensity. Few concessions here 
to conventional audience pleasure, although for my part I 
take great pleasure in exploring this particular mind 
garden, with its stainless steel flowers and barbed wire 
grass. A continuous hour of 
audio-fracture-abstracto-mindmelds, indexed into 23 
user-friendly stabs, shining forth with utterly brilliant sound 
quality - the years have not been as kind to the Rot master 
tapes. 

The cartloads of 'Ambient' music I've been swimming 
through have a dubiously facile quality; they slip down the 
gullet like a tub of melted banana ice cream. Schnitzler 
resists, and continues to resist, familiarity; I haven't ever 
got used to listening to these CDs and don't expect I ever 
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shall. This man is 
important; you really 
are running out of 
excuses to ignore him 
and his music when 
there are CDs like this 
on the racks not a 
stone's throw from 
where you are. 

Plate Lunch, PO Box 
1503, 53585, Bad 
Honnef, GERMANY 

Henri Chopin, 

Le Corpsbis & Co 
Italy, Nepless PS 
961 1001 (1996) 
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A recent issue from 
this Parisian veteran 
genius of audio poems. 

Chopin has been 
working in his unique 
way since 1 955 at 
least. All this haunting 
work is produced just 
using his mouth and a 
microphone, with the 
added help of echo and 
other electronic effects 
which speed up or 
slow down phrases. 

For the principal 
36-minute work 'Le 

Corpsbis' Henri yawps his vocal escapades in a variety of 
international locations, recorded between 1 983 and 1 989. 
One of them is recorded in a cavern where his lip and 
tongue movements become increasingly juicy throughout 
the impassioned performance, and his saliva becomes a 
poetic equivalent to an underground stream running 
through that natural underground cave. The titles of the 
other pieces, which translate roughly as 'Fresco of the 
Intangible Voice', 'Echos of the Mouth' and 'Major Fresco 
of the Lips', may clue you in as to what to expect from old 
Rubber-Lips. Chopin has developed convincing theories 
about his entire approach, based on the potentialities of 
the whole human frame as a sound-maker and resonating 
device; although not unsympathetic to the Dadaists, he 
found Kurt Schwitters' Ur-Sonate somewhat restrictive as 
it was based on the limits of the written alphabet - and 
the human tongue's approximation of these ciphers. 
Chopin is more interested in the far greater range of 
natural noises that the mouth can generate; inserting the 
microphone into his 'oral cavity' is an act as 'ritualistic as 
the multi -tonal chants of the people of Tibet and Siberia'. 

Chopin edited the magazines Cinquieme Saison, a review 
for concrete poetry and theoretical texts for sound 
poetry, founded in 1958; and OU founded in 1964, which 
was the first (only?) such publication to include records 
featuring spoken word pieces by William Burroughs, Gysin, 
Novak, Heidsieck, and the Belgian poet painter and 
film-maker Paul de Vree. He has also produced typewriter 
art, some examples of which appear in the booklet to this 
CD, and had a couple of retrospective exhibitions in this 
country in the early 1 970s. Look out for Audiopoems, a 
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1974 LP on the Tangent label, which is probably super-rare 
by now, although a retrospective CD Les Neufes 
Sainte-Phonies was around a couple years ago. 

Nepless, CP 1597, 20101, Milan, ITALY 


Remora, The Clockwork Ammonite Shells 
Worry CD (1997) 

Home-made electric noise recordings by solo artiste Ian 
Middleton, comprising seven truly wonderful therapeutic 
drones, echo, voices and modified amplifier hum. Seven 
different shades of black. Many have tried to follow the 
path mapped out by Steven Stapleton but few have 
managed to progress beyond releasing bedroom cassettes 
with grim photo-collage covers. Remora may use similar 
methods but has his own voice and vision, and backs it up 
with some of his deliberately Outsider Art-styled pen and 
ink drawings, some of which are reproduced this issue. A 
refreshing change from repellent abstract noise or 
soft-centred Ambient vibrations, the tension throughout 
makes this compelling listening. Somehow there's a 
touching transparency about its simplicity; given the 
equipment, I suppose almost anyone could set a series of 
drones going in like manner, but then would they manage 
to sustain the interest as long as Remora? 

17 Fishers Green, Bridge of Allan, Stirlingshire, 

Scotland FK9 4PU 
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particularly on the first long track - although this fades and 
dwindles sadly away after achieving many moments of 
abstracted drama. Not every track pulls it off; track 6 has 
Archer footling with his 'amplified objects' (which could be 
anything from a Korg electrical egg-slicer to a bag of 
Roland digital marbles) against a bog-standard drone. Still, a 
mean quibble - you've only to play this against any given 
slice of experimental techno vinyl and you'll likely find 
Transient V Resident win every time, scoring full marks for 
inspired and dangerous chaos, illogical sudden stabs of 
noise, and creative use of drum machine. Fantastic 
recorded sound quality; you can almost hear the machines 
thinking. 


Transient V Resident, Electrical Shroud 

Discus 7CD (1997) 

Chris Bywater and Martin Archer slug it out with their 
analogue machines with generally rewarding results. They 
rarely lose themselves in the pleasure of their own sounds, 
or allow submersion in the synth bubblebath, preferring 
instead to stay awake and keep the moment moving along 
all the time, according to a very unprogrammed agenda. 
Whenever things get too polite, they're always prepared 
to throw it all in the melting pot and dirty up the sound, 
or simply derail the smooth passage of the train - even at 
the expense of losing the thread (and that's my day's quota 
of mixed metaphors out of the way). This attitude is 
adventurous and good. Assuming that these are real-time 
improvisations, it has to be said they sustain interest well, 


Martin Archer, SS Enemies 

Discus 10CD (1997) 

Solo works produced with sequencers through a Proteus 
grand piano, resulting in a completely bonkers stream of 
music filled with overlapping sounds and ultra-fast 
arpeggios which no human could ever play. Very akin to 
Frank Zappa's rather cold experiments with the Synclavier 
machine, eg Civilisation Phase III. Not a great success for 
me, and as for the musical peers he claims have inspired 
him in this direction...well Conlan Nancarrow maybe, but 
Morton Feldman? Still, it's Archer's 'personal favourite' so 
you should give it an audition and stay with it. 

AH Discus CDs are best mail-ordered direct from 

PO Box 658, Sheffield SI 0 3YR. They cost £ 12 each. 


Various Artists, Sound Gallery 
Volume One 
Discus 9CD (1997) 


A showcase comp for Martin Archer and his 
cronies, and a somewhat variable package but one 
that will either cater to many listeners, or the 
changing moods of a single pair of ears. Tim Risher's 
the best for my money: he grabs your attention 
soon enough with his ingenious pieces, 'The Only 
Reality is Inside your Head' and the translucent 
beauty of 'In Paradiso'. In his trio Paragate, Tim is 
joined by fellow composers Tom DePlonty and Ted 
Stanley, who set out to perform and record 
electro-acoustic music but restricting themselves to 
the simplest possible set-up and equipment. Tim's 
understanding of acoustics and the recording 
process are admirably demonstrated by these 
beautiful cuts. Michael Szpakowski on the other 
hand is a fairly dull sub-Erik Satie piano player, 
rendering in sound 'Three Paintings of Edward 
Hopper' - an uninspired opener to this gallery. Nik 
Bizzell-Browning's 'These Hands Aren't Mine' is a collaged / 
sampler mess that made me wish these ears aren't mine - 
jumping about from one novel sound effect to another, like 
a kid who got a Korg workstation for Christmas. Plus 
composer Dal Strutt with a tasteful clarinet piece, and 
Archer's electronic work for an installation by visual artist 
Helmut Lenke. Tolerable. 
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Trevor Wishart and Friends, Menagerie/ 
Beach Singularity/ Vocalise 
Paradigm Discs PD 03 (1997) 

Three rather variable pieces for the price of one. 
'Menagerie' is about the best for my money, although not 
exactly a satisfying listen. It was planned as an art gallery 
installation event, with sound pieces by Leeds-born 
composer Trevor Wishart to match up with strange 
assemblage objects by some English artists. Photos of 
some of these are thoughtfully provided in the booklet. 
Mick Banks' 'Still Life' pitches his precariously balanced 
teacup on top of a stack of paperbacks about to fall over, 
against a worrisome soundtrack of a housewive apparently 
screaming herself to death as she listens to Tony 
Blackburn over domestic sound effects of boiling kettles. 
Michael Scott's 'Musical Box' is an old broken record 
played by a phallic carrot to entertain two Barbie dolls; 
guess what innovation Wishart devised for that 
canard...that's right, a skipping old broken record! This is 
probably making 'Menagerie' seem more interesting than it 
is; a visit to such an installation might have seemed radical 
in 1974, but now seems merely quaint. The artists need to 
go back to their Joseph Cornell cribs (they have none of 
that wounded US surrealist's pathos, humour or 
invention). Wishart's tape-collage sounds are diverting 
enough, but don't really stand up by 
themselves. 

'Beach Singularity' we had best draw 
a veil over - or at least a white 
canvas tentflap. Wishart went down 
to the seaside to perform on 
beaches in Lancashire in 1977 along 
with his Palm Beach Orchestra - a 
virtual German oompah band 
(Tuba, sax, clarinet, horn) of his 
friends dressed in funny shorts and 
little bowler hats. The resulting 
'avant-garde' versions of 'Surfin Usa' 
and 'A Life on the Ocean Wave', treated with live tape 
collage mixes, are ghastly; it's a bit of English whimsy trying 
to say something about English whimsy, and I suspect 
deeply patronising to its intended audience. Only the 
dreaded Promenaders come close to this ironic 
'serious-hilarious' pomposity. 

Vocalise' is Wishart solo having a stab at the Henri 
Chopin style of making mouth music in an extended vocal 
improv performance; a leftover from Howards and 
Andrew Jacques' 1 99 1 Recommended Records shop gigs 
which I don't think made it onto the These CD Release. 

For what it's worth these pieces are rare, originally only 
available on a 1 979 privately pressed LP. 

Pauline Oliveros, Electronic Works 

Paradigm Discs PD 04 (1997) 

What interests me about any early-ish pioneering 
electronic music is the very difficulty of effecting it. Look 
at Stockhausen hand-splicing hundreds of pieces of tape 
for three months to produce the jigsaw puzzle of 
/Co/7fa/rre...Edgard Varese labouring over his taped 
'Interpolations' for Desens in l954...Tod Dockstader 
compiling a library of taped sounds. ..any INA-GRM 
musique concrete pioneer working only with magnetic 


tape and a Revox. Which isn't to try and make a fetish out 
of the limitations of 1 950s equipment and hardware, nor 
to promote a Protestant hard work ethic - but having 
something you have to push against can often spur the 
creator onto greater heights. Despite the fact that those 
named above had good ideas, there was an elaborate and 
disciplined structure behind their music-making which 
distinguishes it from the swamplands of modern Ambient 
dribble. A medium that doesn't challenge you can result in 
soft-centred, lazy work; modern music computer banks 
become like Sony Playstations. 

What then of Pauline Oliveros, coming to terms with sine 
tone generators, oscillators and tape recorders to produce 
some of the most beautiful music man has ever heard? 
These pieces, dated 1965 and 1966, come from a time 
before binary algorithms were commonplace, in the 
twilight zone just before the commercial availability of the 
Moog synthesizer. 'I of IV' is played in real time, using 
amplified tones and tape loop repetition...a more 
sophisticated version of Frippertronics, given that the 
sound sources are quite elaborate tone generators. Most 
important is that she did it 'live' without using overdubs or 
tape splicing; no after-the-fact tweaking and correcting for 
this plucky explorer. The piece is dramatic, a true battle of 
wits, a split-second decision making process involving a 
massed army of unpredictable, 
intractable sound events. For Ms 
Oliveros to pitch her talents 
against these machines is an 
unequal struggle of Julie Christie 
vs Demon Seed proportions 
(there is something innately 
masculine about electronic 
equipment, don't you think?). 
Pauline wins, re-educating this 
monstrous configuration of 
forbidding humming boxes to 
speak a musical language without 
it even understanding what it's 
doing, and at the same time reinventing its machismo 
circuits into something more feminine, compassionate 
even. 

'Big Mother is watching you' is a piece you owe yourself to 
hear before you check into the funeral home. This is a 
work of terrifying beauty, of primal forces barely under 
control. If you are comforted by the rain outside your 
window but find thunderstorms alarming, stay well away 
from this recording. Otherwise by all means tune in to a 
raw and elemental composition. The fearsomeness eases 
off eventually, to glide into a soaring flight over a lunar 
landscape, only to recur in the closing passages of gigantic 
inhaling and exhaling. Like 'I of IV', 'Mother' uses 
techniques which Oliveros worked on at the San Francisco 
Tape Centre, but recorded in Canada (Toronto 
University). 

More than merely an important electronic composer, 
Oliveros is a writer and philosopher and (like film-maker 
Maya Deren) has worked with myth and ritual, with 
performances spilling over into areas of choreography, 
music theatre. She is also founder of The Deep Listening 
band, developing a meditative approach to all aspects of 
music. A number of recent recordings are available 
through the Lovely Music label in America. She also 
contributes to the Drifcworks CD set which I have 
reviewed in The Crackling Ether section. 
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Touch Song 
Trilogy 

Chiky(u)u 

Ashjnternationa^^ 

Scatter 

Ash International #3.5 (1997) 

Decay 

AshJnternationa]_#3^ 

Investigate this Trilogy or Triptych of compilations as soon 
as possible. A tripartite electronic and field recording 
international survey, mostly new artists from (respectively) 
Japan, America and Europe...all extremely strange and 
worrying sounds, and even if you like droning Ambient 
noise you may find some of it a bit too far-out for your 
tastes. As a listener, you've got to do some of the work 
yourself. Little of it is actually 'musical' at all, deriving from 
other sound sources. The project almost comes across 
like an antidote to music. 

Chiky(u)u is a series of environmental recordings with a 
twist...'all material used in the sound pieces is gathered 
from the earth (stones/water etc) or activity resulting 
from movement in the earth (earthquakes etc)'. Starting 
off on this rather traditional Japanese premise - respect for 
the mother planet, landscape art like Hiroshige woodblock 
prints in sound - the technology whisks us into the 
twentieth century with tape treatments, layers of 
overdubbing, extreme volumes and stereo panning effects 
that even the most stoned out psychedelic record 
wouldn't dare experiment with. The listener becomes a 
worm in the ground, a spawning salmon leaping up a 
waterfall, a wood-boring beetle disturbed by a sudden 
earthquake. Ten new works by Japanese sound artists 
unknown in the UK, and one hidden track - includes 
'Water Margin' by Tamaru, who attached electrodes to the 
banks of the river Arakawa; 'Scenes 4' which is a field 
recording from a National Park in Osaka; and Akira 
Yamamichi's Topography l-V, described as 'sand dust 
limestone cave dead in crystal frequency magnetic field'. 
Not a record to sit down and listen to, so much as an 
organic thing to live with: plant it in the CD player and 
watch it grow over a long period. 

Scatter - the second in the trilogy showing our Mother 
Earth theme is taking off in a big way. Agriculture is one 
key; the first part offers the sounds of the earth crying, in 
part two the farmer plants his crop, 'scatters' his seed. For 
further detail, perhaps the secret blueprint is another 
Touch-distro release Farmers Manual, see below. Nature 
allusions are evident in the titles of the five tracks here, 
John Hudak's 'Sketch of a Field' and Daniel Menche's 
'Unholy Cricket Fuck', and the third artiste is simply 
named Earth. 'Cricket Fuck' suggests a crop failure on a 
par with the disaster in Days of Heaven, as a swarm of 
locusts invade in a beautifully photographed vignette. 
Menche's visceral power is no less persuasive. 

But our final stage is the most pessimistic, Decay - the 
ultimate end of our harvest kept too long in the grain silo. 



No joyous hymns about bringing in the sheaves here, 
brothers. A finality underscored by the fact that this is the 
last-ever Ash International Release, and official release date 
tallies with Armistice Day. The manna from heaven should 
be eaten and enjoyed today, while you still can (Exodus, 

Ch 16). This CD is still being investigated in the Sound 
Projector house; it gave me nightmares the night after its 
arrival. A selection of extreme and unsettling sound artists 
from Europe, of which the unremitting loop structure of 'I 
Saved M.l.T (Yes I Did)' leaves you with one of the most 
indelible stains in the brain. Decay is DARK, the so-called 
Dark Ambient comp Narcosis is a bright August day in 
comparison...the trilogy turns into a Hieronoymous Bosch 
triptych, most probably The Garden of Earthly Delights. 
Chiky(u)u is the Japanese 'Heaven' of the triptych's left 
wing, on the right it's clearly the 'musical hell' delineated by 
Decay... but what can Scatter tell us about the state of the 
world today? Listen and learn.Jt's not a palatable message. 

Music nowadays is becoming invasive. It projects its way 
into your life and pushes aside everything else to make 
room; listen to any record with an 'In Yer Face Bass' and 
you'll get the picture. Or simply enter any pub, shop, 
restaurant or building on the high street and see if you can 
escape the loud in-house radio or CD jukebox. (What's 
next...Government sound trucks in the streets playing 
mandatory purchase Elton John singles?) This Ash 
International trilogy is an alternative, it presents musicians 
who barely intervene in the world; their sound offers us a 
transparency, like a floating OHP slide or a microdot 
sealed onto your eyeball. A prism through which we might 
interpret the world anew. 

In today's arena it's becoming increasingly easy to suggest 
that the sounds of nature alone can be music. This trilogy 
seems even more subversive to me, posing a radical 
question as to whether we actually need music at all. In a 
world of too many CDs, perhaps we need more like this, 
perforated with the healing balm of silent rest-periods, 
presenting a paradoxical conundrum about our 
conditioning and listening practices. This slight of hand is 
reflected even in the throwaway remark in the press 
release to the first item, ‘comes in a gatefold plastic wallet 
which comfortably fits into your hip pocket for easy 
access' - undermining through satire the conventional 
presupposed notions of CDs as useful consumer objects. I 
suppose this argument does collapse if you actually go and 
purchase these CDs, but blow it - you really have to hear 
them. Probably viewed as little more than an 'interesting 
side development' elsewhere, but I care very much for this 
little set. 
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Disinformation, Antiphony 
AshJnternalional^S^^ 

Joe Banks hasn't been listening to music for the last two 
years - in fact he’s been trying to avoid it. His interest as 
Disinformation probably lies outside music altogether, and 
even the recording process itself seems to disappoint him 
as it cannot faithfully capture the extraordinary sound 
events that he alone knows how to locate and monitor. 

His sophisticated radio equipment monitors electrical 
disturbances in the national grid, emissions from the sun, 
or lightning bolts happening on some other part of the 
globe. These are naturally spontaneous, or man-made 
generated events, which when registered on these devices 
do produce some sort of sound, although even that would 
seem to be incidental to Banks' purpose. Angels passing 
overhead. He flies like an Angel over the globe, selecting 
what he may from the air. A live event at Disobey gave 
him the chance to generate, in a completely 'non-musical' 
manner, a naturally-resonating approximate G chord and 
play it over a rock-sized PA system; his ears still haven't 
recovered (and acupuncture was the final resort), but what 
of the helpless audience whose bones were shaken to 
their marrow? 

Early records of Disinformation were documents, 
reportage of his research. Titled Stargate, R&D and Ghost 
Shells, they have sold out and there is no possibility of a 
repress. Antiphony purports to be 'remixes' of these 
materials, although there are cases, such as the version by 
John Duncan here, where virtually no intervention 
whatsoever has taken place. Other tracks feature no 
Disinformation source material at all. The graphics, map 
references, photographs and other materials on the sleeve 
inserts here pose a conundrum to any visitor to 
Banks-World; there is definite encouragement for us to go 
and visit these sites ourselves, Richard Long style, and find 


another piece in the jigsaw puzzle. In 
any case, here are two CDs worth 
of abstract noise, featuring such 
artistes as Beekeeper and CD 
mutilator Bruce Gilbert, extreme 
performance artist John Duncan, 
Chris and Cosey, RLW, Kapotte 
Muziek et al. Despite all the 
apparent 'nothingness' involved, 
there is a tremendous amount going 
on; at times it's almost too much to 
listen to. It is also profoundly 
spooky, atmospheric, mysterious 
and wonderful. All the things in fact 
that so many young contemporary 
electronic manipulators are aiming 
for, and often failing miserably. 

Farmers Manual, Fsck 
Tray # 2 (1997) 

More playful and even at times trivial 
than the above related releases, this 
is a clever little CD which may 
ultimately beguile you. You need an 
excellent memory: each succeeding 
play cancels out the previous ones. 
Swatches of changing techniques run 
through it: a ludicrously clunky form 
of techno background music, with all 
the nuts and bolts of its construction laid bare; near-empty 
minimalist burrs and buzzes; seconds of 'tasteful' chord 
changes; chaotic noisy fragments of hospital equipment 
being thrown down an escalator; and 
randomly-programmed silent passages. If this music were 
actually used as a Farmer's Manual, agriculture would go 
mad- the world would be transformed into a gigantic field 
of cherry orchards transplanted with bean-shoots, 
hemmed in by a garland of evil-looking weeds. On the 
other hand, the booklet photographs show only too 
clearly what a mess we've made the world grow into; 
reaping a bitter harvest of the wreckage of old aeroplanes. 

Mika Vainio, Onko 
Touch # TO:34CD (1997) 

Mr Vainio should be familiar to you as half of Panasonic, 
the great Finnish electronic extremists - if so you might 
have an inkling what to expect, a soothing pattern of 
vibrations and tones. Abstracted to infinity, no worrisome 
'hidden meanings' to tease out of this particular release, 
one of the most enjoyable and approachable ever to have 
been recorded in the name of minimalism or digital noise. 

If we can indeed compare this to 'cellular patterns as they 
face the scrutiny of a high-powered microscope', then 
perhaps the sound somehow aligns itself with a very 
fundamental human rhythm - the inner pulse of amino 
acids, or something. This is the best way to account for 
how this music is able to enter your bloodstream ten 
times faster than a dose of Nurofen - it vibrates its way 
into the very grain of your being. Take more olive oil in 
your diet; one reason it's not fattening is because the cells 
of its carbohydrates are a very close match to those 
manufactured naturally by the human body. If so, Onko is a 
bottle of supreme quality Extra-Virgin first pressing! 
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There seems to be a deal of technical 
background information - be it 
military history or electrical 
phenomena - associated with your 
work, is it necessary for the audience 
to know about it to understand or 
appreciate the work f For yourself, 
were you always interested in these 
things, or did the sound-events come 
first and intrigue you enough to want 
to study them in greater detail ? 

Hopefully Disinformation is direct 
enough for people to able to 
appreciate it without knowing any 
details beforehand. This is certainly 
the impression I get from playing live. 
Normally little flyers or explanatory 
pamphlets are available at each gig, 
but in some cases when no 
information has been provided [eg - 
Audiometria @ The 1 2 1 Anarchist 
Centre, National Grid @ The 
Museum of Installation] the response 
has still been very good. 

I had no interest in radio science 
before this project - my 
enthusiasm developed as the 
possibilities of radio noise 
started to become clear. I 
instinctively regarded radio 
enthusiasts as boring 
trainspotters, and so still feel 
the sense of amazement first 
experienced when I realised *-^1 
what extraordinary 
phenomena they sometimes deal with. 
There are a bunch tweed-jacketed, 
cloth-capped, pipe-smoking ex-RAF 
electrical engineers, who worked in 
radar during the war, and have spent 
half a century or more quietly 
listening to what would once have 
been described, not without reason, 
as the voice of God - with, apparently, 
little or no concept of the cultural 
significance of what they have been 
doing. 

Although the INSPIRE [NASA-funded] 
space physics organisation I joined 
used to ground-monitor the 
space-shuttle SEPAC experiment 
[Space Experiments with Particle 
Accelerators], these kind of particle 
accelerators [laser beams as virtual 
antennae] fired through the 
magnetosphere are quite unlike the 
famous ground-based accelerators at 
CERN [in Switzerland] or SLAC [in 
California]. They don't produce 
measurable collisions or sub-atomic 
particles, so far as I know they don't 
reveal, and I unfortunately don't 
personally know, anything about 
quantum physics. The INSPIRE radio 


was used to record 'Ghost Shells' and 
'R&D Track I'. 

Where do you study for your 
research ? is your research planned 
and methodical or simply cumulative? 
Where is it leading ? 

I hoover up fragments of information 
wherever and whenever possible - but 
it has to be said that to some extent 
information finds me. For instance a 
few months ago I was racking my 
brains about how to find information 
about Dani Karavan - designer of the 
Monument to the Palmach Negev 
Brigades, the world's greatest sound 
sculpture - 1 went for a walk into 
Mitcham and found a book with a 
photo of it in a skip. When I was 
looking for information about the 
ghost town at Imber in the Public 
Record Office, opening an index at 
random revealed a reference to Imber 
immediately. There are maybe 10,000 
text references per index, 200 odd 
volumes of indexes, and maybe half a 


dozen references to Imber buried in 
among them. 

There is a lot of research involved, it 
isn't systematic, and I have no idea 
where it is leading. After nearly ten 
years of professional work my 'career' 
has done its utmost to leave me 
almost completely braindead. If it 
achieves nothing else Disinformation 
has provided me, by way of an 
antidote, with a self-education it is 
unlikely I could have achieved by 
other means. 

Could there be a spiritual / 
metaphysical dimension to your work, 
or is it more materialist ! 

This is a very good question for the 
simple reason that I do not have a 
consistent answer. There is a great 
deal of anthropomorphic projection in 
people's interpretation of radio noise. 

I have lost count of the times people 
have asked me if I'm interested in 
crop circles, aliens, using radio to pick 
up voices from the spirit world. 
'Experimentation' - using the term 
loosely - into these kind of alleged 
phenomena has been an established 
feature of the New Age / Strange 
Phenomena scene for decades, often 


based on a fundamentally inaccurate 
sentimentalisation of the forces of 
nature. It is, almost without 
exception, total rubbish - and this can 
be easily and unambiguously 
demonstrated. Electrical engineering 
isn't the kind of profession you'd 
think had a lunatic fringe, but it does. 
Titles like 'Ghost Shells', 'Theophany', 
and the 'Angel' artwork in Antiphony 
refer to these projections as cognitive 
phenomena rather than metaphysical 
realities, to undermine the influence 
of accumulated cultural precedent by 
reducing them to physical evidence of 
manifestly simple electrical processes. 
The term 'antiphony' itself is a 
deliberately misleading allusion to the 
language of religious music. Even 
lightning - which is one of my all time 
favourite experiences - is only 
awesome in ratio to human scale, at 
one level it is no more impressive 
than the spark you make flicking a 
light switch. 

I am interested in these kind of 
projections - but as 
examples of comparative 
anthropology rather than 
an objective truths. By way 
of contrast, your readers 
might like to look at an 
article compiled for issue 3 
of Immerse magazine called 
'Rattling Thunder', which 
demonstrates the influence of similar 
processes in Arabic folklore. 

Another practical example is to 
compare Disinformation's 
'Theophany' ['the voice of God'] with 
the composer John Tavener's 
recording of the same name, which 
are two rival interpretations of the 
same theme (Disinformation 
published first). One manifests 
short-wave radio statics produced by 
the local recording of intense 
electrical storms - which is a 
completely inhuman sound, and a 
pretty good candidate for an 
'authentic' voice of God. On the 
other God is represented by, surprise 
surprise, a very deep human voice - 
demonstrating the truism that man 
created God in his own image, and 
not vice-versa. However it is also true 
that with material like 'Stargate', the 
nature of this work - type 2 radio 
emissions from the sun, also known 
as the 'seashore effect' - instinctively 
made me think about all my family 
who have died and the emotional 
opportunities that have been have 
missed. Whatever I think intellectually 
I am subject to the same emotional 


Disinformation 
Answers from loe Banks 
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pressures as anyone else - and I 
approach these issues from the point 
of view of a participant rather than a 
cynical outsider. I played the two rival 
Theophanies on top of each other for 
Scanner at the ICA - John Tavener's 
music being shattered and ripped 
open by these overpowering 
noise-peaks from lightning strikes, 
which, personally speaking, was quite 
a cathartic experience. 

Given that records to you seem to be 
a method of 'reportage' of events that 
are happening more or less constantly 
- how do you plan the length of a 
recorded piece ! 

I don't plan the length of recordings 
at all, but live performances and DJ 
sets are planned. 

Do you know anything about the 
so-called 'Numbers Stations' on the 
short wave supposedly used by 
military intelligence! 

According to Akin from Irdial 
Records the last track on 
Disinformation's R&D is a numbers 
station broadcast, although I wasn't 
aware of this when it was recorded. 
Irdial are the experts in this 
department, but even then, in the 72 
pages of the booklet published with 
their (4xCD!) numbers stations 
release I couldn't find any evidence 
substantiating the alleged connection 
between numbers stations and 
military intelligence. My favourite use 
of Numbers Stations is in [the film] 
Orpheus by Jean Cocteau. 

For Antiphony , were the remixers 
given any instructions, advice, 
suggestions ! How is it possible to 
remix a Disinformation piece! Do you 
have any comments to make on the 
results! 

The sound side of Antiphony was 
mostly organised by Mike Harding - 
he didn't issue any instructions that 
I'm aware of, so the remixers had a 
free hand to let their imaginations 
roam. I chose the title, designed the 
graphics and packaging and invited 
Evan Parker, Chris and Cosey, and 
People Like Us to remix Stargate. 

Evan Parker was very keen to 
participate. His superb record 
Monoceros refers to a constellation 
close to Orion and Canis Major, and 
Stargate was performed by our own 
Sun. However the plan entailed the 
record company providing some 
money for studio time and this seems 
to have been spent on recording 
Evan's Solar Wind CD instead. It's 
very hard to know what to say about 


Antiphony, some people love it, other 
people hate it, and I'm hardly best 
placed to comment objectively. 

Let's hear some more about your 
gallery installations. How many have 
there been! Also live performances - 
can you say a bit about the Disobey 
event. 

National Grid at Disobey was 
fantastic, but very, very stressful. The 
venue was absolutely packed, with 
queues going out into the street. 
Obviously only a handful of punters 
were there specifically to see me, but 
nonetheless I was being paid and had 
a responsibility to perform. I was 
standing there with a dodgy old radio 
and no confidence that this ridiculous 



idea was really going to work. Of 
course I left the antenna at home, so 
we had to improvise - Mick from 
Disobey skinned a guitar lead for me 
with his teeth! The principle is that 
the radio set-up allows me to pick up 
the sine-wave of AC electricity and 
then tune it just like a musical 
instrument - using an upper and lower 
side-band filter designed for 
interpreting morse-code 
transmissions. It went absolutely 
perfectly - from excruciating highs to 
real heart-stopping infrasonic noise 
crashes. I was microtuning 
interference patterns of 2, I, maybe 
even 0.5Hz with ease, and controlling 
the radio by waving my hands around 
in the electrical field or walloping it. 

The strangest side-effect of that 
episode was that afterwards Disobey 
/ Blast First / Paul Smith approached 
me as intermediary to brokering a 
collaboration with the KLF - Paul is 
now their business manager. They 
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were very interested in Ghost Shells, 
and particularly National Grid and 
Paul told me they'd actually gone out 
and bought an electricity pylon! I was 
told they wanted to employ me, the 
architect Charles Jencks, and Stuart 
Home to help realise what has since 
evolved into their millennium pyramid 
scheme. You have to remember this 
lot spent £40,000 taking the piss out 
of Rachael Whiteread, and also threw 
about the same amount in cash onto 
a fucking bonfire! Naturally I was 
prepared to suspend judgement on 
the suspicion that they've sunk into 
being a bunch of criminally 
ostentatious egomaniacal 
cocaine-addled tossers, in the hope 
that they might be prepared to invest 
some serious money in my ideas. 

They weren't. He offered me £1000 
plus expenses to, as I saw it, replenish 
their exhausted ideas. I argued that 
they already owed me far more than 
that for nicking my ideas about sound 
weapons, and if he didn't substantially 
improve the offer I wasn't interested. 
Falling out with Paul was definitely a 
bad move - he seemed to be pretty 
much the only person in the 
mainstream media with the foresight 
to take projects like Disinformation 
seriously - but I don't think I had any 
choice in the circumstances. 

At the Museum of Installation the 
main area of the gallery was virtually 
empty, I set up the National Grid 
apparatus in the basement, tapped the 
ambient electric field for powerline 
noise and fed the signal to two 
sub-bass speakers with integral 
low-pass filters [B&W BS6 Active 
Subwoofers]. The sound was like an 
extremely low musical note with a 
distinct 2Hz interference pattern - 
low enough not to interfere 
substantially with normal 
conversation, but intense enough to 
make two whole floors of the building 
shake. Afterwards the curator gave 
me a couple of kilos of broken 
masonry, bearing the words 'danger 
electricity', which he reckons was 
dislodged by the vibration and fell off 
the front of the building. Other sound 
works by Bruce Gilbert, Javier 
Marchan, and Dave Clegg were either 
intermittent and / or sufficiently 
high-pitched that no 
frequency-masking occurred. The 
Museum of Installation show was 
artistically 100% successful and very 
enjoyable indeed. 



What kind of equipment do you have! 

I use the Interactive NASA Space 
Physics Ionosphere Radio 
Experiments' RS4 Natural Radio 
Receiver - which picks up electric-field 
Very Low Frequency radio. It isn't very easy 
to use (in the countryside, at night, in 
winter), it's very badly constructed (by me), 
and now broken (also by me). A Low 
Frequency Engineering 1.500 
magnetic-field VLF receiver with 
loop antenna, is very small, robust, and 
much easier to use than the RS4. 


A Datong VLF converter. 

A Phillips DCC recorder, the 

poor-man's DAT machine, which can be 
easily converted by anyone to work as an 
ionospheric / space physics radio. A 
12-year old Tascam 4 track, which I 
use as a mixer for DJ sets, with sliders as 
crusty as the undercarriage of a chocolate 
hob-nob. Mike Harding's 1970 Lafayette 
short-wave radio, complete with 
electric shocks. Various conventional radios, 
contemporary and antique - which I either 
owned anyway, nicked off skips, or in one 
case actually paid for - a lovely Cossor All 


Wave Superhet I got for £30 in a local 
junk shop. 

A Cossor CSP1250 Ionospheric 
Simulator, so far unused. This is a digital 
sampler and multi-effects unit for training 
military radio operators to interpret 
distorted communications traffic. It's listed 
in Jane's Defence Electronics and I'd guess it 
originally cost around £ 1 0,000 - Barry 
Nichols bought it at a car boot sale in 
Northampton for £3.50. 1 did have a 
scanner but I sold it when I was 
unemployed. 
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Otomo the Butcher 

Ground-Zero, Consume Red 

Project: Consume / Consume Ground-Zero Volume 1 

Japan, Creativeman Disc CMDD-00046 (1997) 

[Also] UK, ReR GZ2 (1997) 

Words fail me...the Revolutionary Pekinese Opera was more than enough to keep my senses reeling for years, but then 
along came the May 1997 ReR catalogue update. Oh no, not another Ground-Zero CD to buy...Chris Cutler's review of 
Consume Red whetted the appetite: '...a monster structure that starts screaming and gets more and more intense and 
massive until you don't imagine there is anywhere else to go. Then it gets bigger...' Reading this, I had that terrible feeling 
that a date with destiny was in the offing. I knew if I ever heard a CD like that I'd go completely over the edge. Later that 
month, Ground-Zero were booked to appear at the London Musicians' Collective Sixth Annual Festival of Experimental 
Music. Altered States, another fine Japanese guitar and sax band, also put in an appearance two days before their 
confreres, and everyone was struck by the superlative clarity of sound at the Conway Hall venue - and the excessive 
volume. These signs augured well for Ground-Zero...when they took the stage Bank Holiday Monday I was more than 
ready to face the dentist's drill... 

'It's easy and maybe even cool to say "to hell with copyright". But of course things aren't really that simple,’ states 
composer and turntable artist Otomo Yoshihide on a webpage where he briefly discusses the background to Consume 
Red. Sampling is the core of the whole project. Kim Suk Chul is a Korean musician, a 'national treasure', and a few 
seconds of his hojok playing are the first thing you hear on Consume Red. Otomo is more than aware of the issues; 
Revolutionary Pekinese Opera was a hornet's nest of 'stolen' snatches of music, some of which were samples to begin 
with; and Otomo knows this CD has been sampled yet again by Stock Hausen and Walkman! Otomo is asking us - what 
price ownership? '...how can anybody say for sure who created what?' Balanced against this creative side of the argument, 
there's a pecuniary one: payment of mechanical royalties, and samplers 'stealing' someone else's ideas to get rich. There is 
only one copyright organisation in Japan - JASRAC. A TV company can steal Otomo's music and it's declared 'legal' so 
long as they pay a fee to JASRAC, yet Otomo never gets a bean. As to Opera, that never made any money either... 

Consume Red blows away the dust that fills the eyes of pettifogging men. Kim Suk Chul's music is sacred; says Otomo, 
'his superhuman playing is without question a product of his own creativity, but it could also be that he is in fact a vessel 
for the voices of gods or ancestors.' By using this sacred music as a foundation stone, Otomo brings the sampling 
argument back to art, to the spirituality at the centre of great music. But then he goes one step further and pushes the 
whole thing into total chaos again. The next two proposed volumes of Consume Red will be further remixes; Volume 2 
will be a rehash of Volume I by 'five of the world's most shocking and unique artists'; Volume 3 a further mincing by 
members of the public, based on Volumes I and 2 - an open competition. 'Go ahead and butcher this with your own 
hands', urges Otomo, ' we can talk later'... 

Live, the terrifying and ear-splitting hojok blast (I have no idea what a hojok may be, but I don't want to meet one ever) 
is played over and over again on a Fairlight or other sampling keyboard by Matsubara Sachiko, and the remaining 
members of Ground-Zero calmly walk onto stage when it’s their turn, and gradually 'drop in' to the piece. The first of 
these is Janaka Yumiko, a traditional shamisen player, followed by electric guitar, bass, two drummers (the two drum set 
sound is particularly satisfying on the CD), saxophone, and finally Otomo himself wreaking physical vengeance on the 
metal trestle table supporting his wheel of steel. His performance was manic; the slice of vinyl offered up as sacrifice to 
the Great Red God finally split in two beneath his pulverising assault. The Ground-Zero players are astounding, betraying 
little sign of emotion in their collective countenance, yet delivering fantastic performances; supreme mastery of the 
instrument is a prerequisite to allow this gigantic madness to take over and pour forth in a magnificent explosion of 
noise. And, as Cutler had predicted, the piece grew and grew like the monster in Forbidden Planet, sustaining power and 
regenerating itself to even greater heights with every second. As if hearing Consume Red weren't enough, we had a 
condensed portion of Opera as an encore, followed by their version of what I think was announced as a classic piece of 
Toko psychedelia from the 1960s (but by whom?) This piece was simply transcendental, heavenly music. 

In the context of much of the stodgy White European music at LMC in 1 997, Ground-Zero and Altered States stuck out 
like exotic birds at an Ugly Duckling parade. All credit to whoever managed to book them on the programme (it was 
probably Ed Baxter), in the face of opposition from dissenting voices; perhaps Otomo is too experimental for some 
people. I'll never forget seeing a gentle well-dressed couple in their late 60s, settling down to the start of Ground-Zero 
after an otherwise tasteful acoustic and semi-jazzy evening of music; then politely making their way out as they realised 
their horrible mistake. Shortly after the performance the gloomy rumour was circulating that Ground-Zero were to be 
disbanded. The hints are there anyway in the proclamation 'Consume Ground-Zero' - if that cycle is played out to the 
end as planned, it'll be a conflagration of nuclear war proportions and should put the final cap on the sampling debate. A 
shame that Otomo had to sacrifice his own band in the flames. With this record and live performances, Otomo has 
established himself as a titan of music, and for my money one of the most important people on the planet today! 
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Gyaatees, / 

lapan. Captain Trip ( TCP 063 (1997) 


Musica Transonic, A Thlypipa ZoXaxE 
japan PSF, PSFD 76 (1996) 


For the first three tracks, this gives the impression of a 
free-for-all jam session involving much drum-banging and 
vocal wailings, as though the band were attempting to 
update The Red Krayola's 'free form freakouts' with The 
Familiar Ugly. It then segues into an ethnic instrument 
blurting away over a calming synth figure, which ends this 
very short CD. All tracks are performed live by a 
nine-piece combo, playing synths, saxophones, guitars, a 
Didjeridoo, and lots of percussion instruments. Three of 
them also wail mysteriously, using their larynxes. Gyaatees 
are a combination of free style musicians and Sei-sou 
priests. 'Sei-sou' in Japanese means 'a clean priest who is 
intellectually handicapped'. (A note to the PC brigade - 
that's their chosen phrase; we would probably use 
'intellectually challenged' in this uptight country). It is 
undoubtedly the presence of these Sei-sou priests which 
give Gyaatees their distinctive voice. 

The band spent some time developing this music. It began 
with Tairyu Kakuta and his musician cohorts meeting the 
Sei-sous in a Koganji Temple to perform 'ascetic exercises’ 
on a daily basis. I don't know if these exercises involved 
music at this stage; perhaps they were religious 
ceremonies, or else they simply sat in dark cells eating 
dried roots. Kakuta, however, saw he could learn. It was 
clear these intellectually handicapped priests had 
something important to say, but could express it best 
through music (rather than through literature or language). 
Informal rehearsals began; composed songs were tried 
first, but the Sei-sou, enlightened visionaries though they 
may be, were unable to memorise their parts for long 
enough to perform them more than once. From necessity 
it would seem, the music grew into a different thing, a 
'memory of the original songs' - the Sei-sous contributed 
vestigial ghosts of their original learned parts. This result 
could have been a success, but still something was not 
quite right; the notes say 'it was not our wishes and life 
style', and I think there is a suggestion that the musicians 
felt they were exploiting their brother priests: 

'handicapped people were associated with normal'. 

Finally, Gyaatees understood that 'rules are nothing'. They 
tore up the original plan and decided on go-for-broke free 
playing, 'even if it will not be music'. The results are here, a 
joyous half-hour of simple, colourful fun. Find out for 
yourself if their risk paid off. 


Give yourself a couple of plays to get past the extreme 
volume and density, then you can start to appreciate what 
a complicated masterpiece is Musica Transonic's second 
LP. A concept has been tacked onto it, in which Asahito 
Nanjo's power trio rediscover their roots with the Old 
Catholic church. A voyager themed LP to outdo anything 
Yes managed to produce, it offers balm to a weary Pilgrim 
throughout his life's journey. All track titles transcribe 
from Greek script into Latin, each associated with an 
aspect of the Pilgrim's journey, including the '0<t><j>ixiup. 
As<j>uvxTopo|T ([Officium Defunctorum]: a prayer for the 
dead?), Tpa6ua/.f,' [Graduale] and 'Hoey Aiecr' [Haec 
Dies], A Graduale is a Psalm and response associated with 
Catholic liturgies; Haec Dies simply means 'This is the 
Day', referring to Judgement Day. the Great Day of God's 
wrath. Naturally, our oriental Holy Trinity here are more 
than equal to the task of performing a suitable soundtrack 
for that apocalyptic event. 

Two outstanding tracks continue the theme, 
'Xov^cacnovKO' 1 [Confessiones] and 'Aupsa' [Lurea]. In 
the confessional box of the former, lead guitarist Kawabata 
Makoto unburdens his soul in a litany of echoed and 
sustained weeping guitar lines. 'Lurea' boasts the weirdest 
sound the trio have yet managed to record, a numbingly 
insistent liturgy of power chords with an added electronic 
Snake in the garden of Eden weaving its way over the top. 
Each track is too complex to be listened to, a taut and 
deliberate construction offering maximum information 
overload. An indelible record you can keep reading for 
ever, like an illuminated manuscript. Their most beautiful 
CD box to date, every millimetre of space afforded by that 
cramped design format has been utilised; designed by 
Kawabata using a variant of the colour-print technique of 
Tadanoori Yokoo (almost the same as traditional Japanese 
wood-block printing, just using modern technology) and 
samples old engravings and symbols, to suggest a new 
World Religion with pagan, Buddhist, Indian-Mexican and 
Catholic elements ail mixed together with alchemical and 
magick devices. The cover showcases a more sober, 
'Classical' labyrinth of Dedalus. Verily, this 'Contemporary 
Improvised Heavy Psychedelic Group' are a titanic combo 
that virtually demolishes any opposition in sight. 
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Various Artists, Neu 
Konservativ 

France, God Mountain Europe 
(Les Disques du Soleil et de 
L'Acier) DSA/GM 54046 

Hoppy Kamiyama sounds like one 
scary guy, a bona fide fin-de-siede 
transvestite decadent leaping across 
the stage dragged up to the armpits, 
before cracking your skull open with 
his fiendish violin or keyboard live 
performances. He also oversees this 
insane record label God Mountain 
(Kamiyama translates roughly as God 
Mountain) in Tokyo, of which this 
essential compilation is a European 
release.The epicurean mix of musical 
styles herein further reinforces his 
decadent status - he's like the 


Huysmans character Des Esseintes, 
stimulating his jaded senses with his 
collection of exotic perfumes and 
unguents. If you're seriously into 
Japanese noise by this point, but 
today it so happens you're not in the 
mood for the high art-seriousness of 
the PSF label, or the harshness of the 
Merzbow-Masonna extreme noise 
axis, then whack on this sampler for 
another slant on the riches of the 
Oriental Underground from the early 
to mid-1990s. Sure, there's noise, 
madness and excess aplenty, but also 
melodies, songs and musical craft, an 
interest in actually playing the guitar in 
a new way, exploring impossible time 
signatures and weird dynamics. 

Altered States embody this approach 
to the max, executing acrobatic feats 


of musicianship yet never once 
degenerating into self-indulgent flashy 
technique, and P.O.N. feature a 'Super 
complicated and illogical sound that 
seems to jump over the human's 
ability’. They more than live up to that 
sleevenote boast! Optical*8 give us 
Hoppy playing keyboards with that 
exceptionally fine drummer Masafumi 
Minato and sampler virus king / 
guitarist Otomo Yoshihide, who's also 
here in an early-ish Ground-Zero 
incarnation, a section from the CD 
Null and Void with several big name 
guests- that band has evolved into 
auto-destruct extinction so fast this 
cut is almost like ancient history now, 
yet only recorded in 1 993. Hideki 
Kato's Bass Army - two bassists plus 
drummer - take no prisoners with the 
hardcore 'Sneak Attack'. Plus there's 
the 'barbaric, unstoppable' God 
Mountain house band, all heavy bass 
and drums with monster-movie 
paranoia in the panic attack synths 
and breathless vocal. Other cuts here 
feature the 'Hoppy' genre-hopping 
that our Japanese friends do so well: 
I've quoted some of Hoppy's 
enthusiastic, pithy one-liners from the 
sleevenotes. 6-piece Tipographica are 
very like a 1960s varispeeded 
Mothers of Invention cut from Unde 
Meat, but played in real time - 'unique 
humourous music and is like a 
jointless body!’ E-Trance come out of 
the NYC club scene, and boast a 
characteristically eccentric Kramer 
Noise New York production. Emi 
Eleonola performs a 'sensual erotic 
voice improvisation' with Demi Semi 
Quaver, evoking a weird inversion of 
a Serge Gainsbourg sleazoid 45 rpm 
special. Ichiro Tsuji 'combines shout 
and noise' as Dissecting Table, and his 
name and mid-80s origins confirm the 
Nurse With Wound influence. While 
we can't claim that every track's a 
timeless gem (Denis Gunn's 'Porky's 
Out to Lunch' is a bit of a clinker) this 
comp is redolent with the human 
sweaty excitement generated by that 
great paradox - making possible what 
is impossible. In a way Hoppy K 
achieves this himself, earning most of 
his money as a well-paid pop 
producer in Japan (eg for corporate 
monsters Epic-Sony, the real 
'Konservativs') yet finding expression 
in his extreme cross-dressing 
improvising lifestyle and sinking oodles 
of Yen into poor-selling avant-garde 
music projects like this. I'd suggest 
you buy this CD and participate: 
forget Blair's New Labour, join the 
'Neu Konservativs'. 
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THESE LABEL 


THIS HEAT - THIS HEAT 

THIS HEAT - DECEIT 

THIS HEAT - REPEAT > re-master 

THIS HEAT - HEALTH & EFFICIENCY >3" cd 

THIS HEAT - HEALTH & EFFICIENCY I REPEAT (12” & LP double vinyl) 

THIS HEAT - MADE AVAILABLE (JOHN PEEL SESSIONS) 

BARBED -BARBED 

:ZOVIET*FRANCE: / JIM O’ROURKE / THE HAFLER TRIO - UNENTITLED 
SPACEHEADS - ROUND THE OUTSIDE (LIVE IN THE USA) 



A SMALL SELECTION OF STOCK ITEMS. 


STOCK, HAUSEN & WALKMAN - GIVING UP WITH... I HAIRBALLS / STOP 
STOCK, HAUSEN & WALKMAN - ORGAN TRANSPLANTS > cd & Ip vinyl with free 7”< 
STOCK, HAUSEN & WALKMAN - BUY ME / SUE ME >7" vinyl < 

STOCK, HAUSEN & WALKMAN - V.D. > 10” vinyl < 

STOCK, HAUSEN & WALKMAN - OH! MY BAG > vinyl &cd< 

DUMMY RUN - ICE CREAM HEADACHE > vinyl & cd < 

:ZOVIET*FRANCE: - INVERSION > plus available back-catalogue < 

CHARLES HAYWARD - ESCAPE FROM EUROPE 
MIKA VAINIO ONKO 
BEAUTYON - No 02 

THE CONET PROJECT - RECORDINGS OF SHORTWAVE NUMBERS STATIONS 
I > Limited edition 4 cd set with 80 page booklet < 

CHARLEMAGNE PALESTINE - GODBEAR 

EVAN PARKER & LAWRENCE CASSERLEY - SOLAR WIND 

ANTIPHONY - various artists re interpret DISINFORMATION recordings > double cd 

DECAY - Ash International European Compilation 

FARMERS MANUAL - FSCK 


READ THIS! 


To the left is a small selection of 
the hundreds of titles we supply. 

All available from our retail shop 
or call for mail order details. 
We dispatch orders worldwide 
and take credit card orders for 
VISA, MASTERCARD etc. 

Our shop is open 12.00 ‘till 5.30 
Monday through to Saturday. 
Bring your money!!! 


THESE RECORDS 
112 BROOK DRIVE 
LONDON .SE11 4TQ 
ENGLAND 

tel +44 (0)171 587 5349 
fax +44 (0)171 582 5 2 7 8 


JE 


Frieze magazine Issue 36, 
September-October 1997 
+ Three inch compact disc 
BFFP143CD(p) 

I just scared myself out my own skin 
by having the volume way too loud 
for the opener of this 3" CD, a truly 
terrifying Masonna aural assault. Also 
here are Merzbow and yet another 
track from the Manchester 
performance of Otomo and Eye as 
MC Hellshit and DJ Carhouse (some 
already out as BFFP I26CD and a 
Resonance single.) Masonna's cut is 
'Ejaculation Generater 2 (remix and 
edit version)' and his violent shock 
attack makes Merzbow seem 
approachable; Masonna plays for 
keeps, he’s after your blood and the 
very marrow of your being. Don't let 
him into your life! Frieze is a fine arts 
magazine based in Denmark Street so 
lavishly produced you can't really tell 
the articles from the adverts. That 
hard-working Blast First paragon of 
virtue and Disobey co-host Russell 
Haswell compiled a brief survey of the 
'Japanese Noise' scene, secured some 
very colourful photos and sleeve art 
reproes, and managed to get this CD 


secured to the cover with cow gum. 
He situates the noise explosion within 
certain perameters, which effectively 
means the usual suspects from the 
history of recorded noise are 
rounded up. The appeal of noise, 
reckons Haswell, is due to 'a 
fascination with the exotic and the 
unexperienceable'. Edwin Pouncey 
bought his copy at a certain art 
bookshop in London; the proprietor 
(who knew about fine art but Jap 
Noise was a bit out of his line) 
warned him, 'Don't bother playing 
that free CD.Jt's rubbish!' 

Yamada Chisato, Fantasy 
World 

Japan, PSF, PSFD-73 (1996) 

A total corker of a CD, bristling with 
tension and stark minimalist beauty. 
Leaning more towards the ethnic 
Japanese mode (if I may use so 
patronizing a term) than the 
overloaded electric noise atrocities 
most of you purchasers demand from 
the Poor Strong Factory, this one 
showcases acoustic and mostly I think 
traditional Eastern instruments. No 
overdubs, no effects, just a sound 


pure as mountain water; the 
performances are as hot as a dish of 
steaming noodles with raw chili. Turn 
it up as loud as you can to savour the 
full impact of the bass drum 
bawoomph resonating in your heart 
cavity; I genuinely urge you to go for 
this peak volume strategy, as it will 
also enable you to pick up on the 
delicate timbres in the quiter 
moments, the percussion instruments 
of various gauges, a xylophone / 
marimba device, bamboo flute, 
woodblocks. ..through Zen-like 
simplicity, vast imaginary spaces are 
delineated. The stringed instrument 
plucking its monotonous way through 
the LP is. I'll wager, a koto or 
samisen; as it's the star instrument 
throughout, it's probably Yamada 
Chisato tugging those strings for all 
he's worth. Virtually everything is 
printed in Japanese here, so it's been 
impossible to draw out much 
information, but Keiji Haino is 
certainly a guest on the magnificent 
'Tsu.Ga.Ru' parts I and 2, pitting first 
his lungs, then an acoustic guitar, and 
finally a percussion kit against 
Yamada's stringed workouts. These 
cuts document an electrifying 
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performance, avant underground 
superstar meeting demented ethnic 
genius. Nothing else like it. I'm sure 
this music is so steeped in an alien 
culture that Westerners can only dig 
about 5% of it, if we're lucky; some of 
these passages are redolent with a 
palpable ancientness and 
unknowability. Nonetheless, by all 
means acquire a copy and learn what 
you can. 

Bi Kvo Ran, Go-Un 
Japan Belle Antique BELLE 
95149 (1995) 

Fast-paced, heavy progressive 
jazz -tinged rock-pop tunes ahoy; Bi 
Kyo Ran are certainly not of the 
underground caste, and show how 
the Japanese interest in UK 
progressive rock abides. Immediate 
obvious influences have to be King 
Crimson - they can't get enough of 
that Robert Fripp guitar sustain - 
followed a close second by Frank 
Zappa Grand Wazoo period, as the 
horn charts here are as tightly 
arranged as anything the Old 
Moustachioed Daughter himself could 
have scored. Then there's the tricky 
time-signatures, redolent of 
shuddersome stuff like Camel or 
Weather Report. Nothing terribly 
challenging then, but there's 
tremendous elan in the performances 
and a very, very polished studio 
sound. A small army of musos made 
it; they're a pretty ropey looking 
bunch, dressing young and colourful 
but with a world-weary glint in their 
eyes. I hope they're making lots of 
money. The nucleus of the band is an 
8-piece conducted by Kunio Suma, 
and features many singers plus 
percussion players, synths, guitars, 
piano, marimbas, and recorders. My 
favourite song is '2 1 st century Africa' 
which despite its syncopated funky 
bass riff lumbers along like an old 
elephant, and reminds you of the time 
in the early 1 980s when so many 
Europeans and Americans were 
jumping on some kinda African music 
bandwagon; heaven knows what Bi 
Kyo Ran's lyrics have to say about the 
Dark Continent, but it's gotta be an 
improvement on Paul Simon. 'Famous 
Japanese symphonic rockers' says an 
old ReR catalogue; Madoromi (Belle 
Antique BA 9466) includes King 
Crimson cover versions... 


Mikami Kan, Moto 
Yoshizawa, Haino Keiji, 
live at First Year of Heisei 
Volume 1 

Japan PSF, PSF-D 5, (1990) 

Mikami Kan strums a semi-acoustic 
guitar and delivers fragmented, 
strangely moving songs in his native 
tongue, accompanied by Moto 
Yoshiwaza on the double bass and 
Keiji Haino adding his amazing lead 
guitar backdrops. Just in case you 
were expecting an avant-garde 
version of Neil Young and Crazy 
Horse or something, I should point 
out these 'songs' are barely contained 
by any melodies to catch hold of - in 
fact everything meanders with brilliant 
unpredictability, making it closer to an 
improv record perhaps. Mikami leads 
each piece, declaiming and spitting out 
his lyrics rather than merely singing 
them, and caressing many choppy 
licks and near-bluesy chord figures 
from his guitar. In terms of eccentric 
delivery he is only just topped here by 
the great Keiji Haino, who tailors and 
tones down his familiar all-out guitar 
attack to add the most appropriate 
and interpretative effects to each 
song. The guitar sounds like six 
different instruments, and Keiji is in 
masterful control of all his effects 
throughout. The live venue (an 
unknown quantity again) clearly isn't 
of Wembley arena proportions, 
rather perhaps an in-house for the 


knowledgeable elite of the Japanese 
underground, a very avant jazz 
cabaret setting. In a way the 
performance also comes over like a 
warped reverso-version of a folky 
troubadour trio in a Greenwich 
Village coffee house, wanting only a 
string bass and a rubboard to 
complete the effect. The 4th track 
kicks in with a burst of astonishing 
and piquant harmonica playing; 
whoever's blowing that harp is a 
genius, he virtually reinvents the 
instrument and avoids any pitfalls of 
familiarity. And there may be even 
some protest dimension to Mikami's 
lyrics for all we know. The muted 
audience sure seem appreciative, 
judging by their polite whoops which 
punctuate a particularly telling phrase. 
Mikami has a number of releases on 
the PSF label, among them I'm the 
only one Around, The Great Man of 
July, Dune 963 and Merchant in the 
Pass. This is one of the earlier PSF 
releases which I found at some 
record fair ludicrously cheap; dealers 
are baffled when all the typography 
appears in non-Western script. 

Here's my trick - look on the right 
hand spine of the jewel case, and 
chances are you'll find the names 
printed in English. I notice it's on the 
racks in Tower Records at time of 
writing. 
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Merzbow, Scumtron 

Blast First BFFP138CD (1997) 

Merzbow, Music for Bondage Performance 

Australia, Extreme XCD 008 (1991) 

Masami Akita, The Prosperity of Vice, 

The Misfortune of Virtue : Electro-Music for Romantica 

Che Records, IRE2022 (1996) 

A mere three examples of the powerful and disturbing force that is Merzbow. Masami Akita is Merzbow. a mad Japanese 
surrealist terrorist of noise and producer of an insanely extensive number of CDs, cassettes, and slabs of vinyl in all 
possible formats released on an untraceable series of international record labels. Besides his solo projects, there are any 
number of split records, collaborations and otherwise shared works. Scumtron is a recent-ish domestic issue which is 
recommended for those wishing to find some entry point to the man's work; it isn't strictly speaking a Merzbow solo 
trip, but mostly 'remixes' of his records executed by world-wide luminaries in the turntabling or production fields. The 
huge and complex sound of Merzbow (a hideous noise to some listeners) is open enough to enable this remixing to be a 
very worthwhile exercise; most remixing to me is like a futile reshuffling of elements into a slightly different 
configuration. Here, those Finnish digital noiseters Panasonic assert their minimal electronic presence on 'Elephant's 
memory remix' with a steady pulse of mechanical throbs; occasionally these are wiped away by the tidal waves of 
Merzbow noise, only to resurface with more potency. They filter his noise (raw, dirty, ugly) through their machines 
(precise, clean, austere). A true battle of the titans. Bernhard Gunter's effort is remarkable for its quietness, positioned at 
the end of an intense and violent stream of noise CD, taking only fragments of amplifier hum samples to build up an 
obsessive chamber of doom at the bottom of the sea. 

Russell Haswell compiled Scumtron, and for his 'Micromedley' contribution edits together five separate Merzbow horrors 
(including 'Fireploof Enema I '); the effect of this quintuple excess we shall leave to your imagination. Autechre add a 
boring drum beat and wonky phat synth of their own to produce a weedy, dribbly, non-event. If you want the real thing, 
here's two exclusive tracks by Merzbow, 'Eat beat eat' #s I and 2, recorded in an Italian studio using 'noise manipulation, 
various filters, and metal'. These tracks alone should satisfy even the most ear-numbed Metallica freak; they could also be 
used to put out forest fires. 

Active since 1980, Merzbow has built up a gargantuan back catalogue to match Sun Ra, The Grateful Dead, Frank Zappa 
or even James Brown; it's enough to give anyone a headache. The very selective discography with Scumtron lists 24 
releases for 1996 alone. Most of them are probably quickly deleted or sold out, although it's often possible to find 
second-hand copies of recent CDs as nobody in their right mind keeps these anti-social monsters in the house for very 
long. I found Music for Bondage Performance in this way; probably an 'oldie' by Merzbow's I OOmph release standards, it 
was issued on the Australian label Extreme. The Extreme guys are also in the throes of assembling a 50-CD set of 
Merzbow's early, cassette-only releases; sounds like another Farouk-sized issue along the lines of the John Zorn/Eye 100 
CD set. Music for Bondage Performance was made specifically to accompany performances and videos by Kinbiken, a 
small circle of Japanese bondage enthusiasts; and Right Brain, a similar pack of gonks who preferred to take that specialist 
pursuit further with gas masks, rubber and hara-kiri. Bondage is one area of taboo activity that Masami is quite 
knowledgeable about, but sometimes refuses to discuss it with non-initiates. The music here is quite unearthly, shot 
through with the bittersweet tastes of alienation, very beautiful and droney in places, although I feel sure it would take 
on a quite different tincture if accompanied with the strange images it was designed for. If your imagination fails you, 
simply turn to the video stills and drawings in the CD booklet. 

I think Masami wants to align himself with the Dadaists and Surrealists; the name Merzbow is a variant of Kurt 
Schwitters' Merzbau collages. The bondage thing above is one area of sexual liberation that Andre Breton would likely 
have approved; other hints are embedded in Merzbow titles like ‘Steel Cum', 'Neo Orgasm', and 'History of Child Porno 
in 70s Rock'. As Roger Cardinal puts it: 'The erotic content of Surrealism...is also the expression of something positive, of 
the Surrealist faith that through erotic experience, which is so vital a factor in men's lives, one may attain a clear vision of 
a free and more meaningful world. Eroticism thus becomes a medium of higher understanding, synonymous with desire as 
that which guarantees liberty.' A Pierre Molinier collage or Hans Bellmer drawing wouldn't go amiss as visual aids, 
although it's my guess Merzbow has by and large forsworn such imagery on his sleeves. A website quote: 'Where for the 
groups who may have influenced his first ventures into noise, like Throbbing Gristle, Cabaret Voltaire, Whitehouse, the 
association with taboo or shocking imagery was almost compulsory, with Merzbow the reliance on nothing other than 
intensity of sound allows the listener the freedom to explore the sonic extremes he presents, without the 
pseudo-intellectual baggage of his forebears.' 

Prosperity of Wee.. .likewise has an erotic component, being created for a theatre play based on stories by the Marquis de 
Sade. Judging by the photos of this performance reproduced inside the box here, I'm glad I stayed in that night. The 
intense white-noise tape loops adequately suggest all the ritual pain being enacted by the performers (the Romantica 
Theatre group). Recorded in 1996, this features a few more 'musical' elements such as an EMS synth and a Theremin; 
there are even major chords, and recognisable sound sources like voices played backwards or otherwise distorted into 
some queasy emetic. On this record at least, these devices tend to leaven Merzbow's noise filterings, and Prosperity is 
thus likely to appeal to lovers of atmospheric and ambient music everywhere. 

(Continued) 
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Magical Power Mako, Music from Heaven 

Chicago Atavistic, AP97CD (1997) 

Magical Power Mako, Blue Dot 

Japan Belle Antique, BELLE 95131 (1995) 

Blue Dot is insane continuous guitar and drum music, a world to lose yourself inside...you have never felt so completely 
disoriented, it'll send your mind spinning up the Amazon to the darkest depths of the jungle with little hope of return. 
This powerful hallucinogenic psychedelic trip matches anything that the best musicians of the original psychedelic period 
could hope for. The Grateful Dead managed something close to it on their second LP Anthem of The Sun, through a 
combination of ability, ineptitude, knowledge, ignorance...and drugs. They made the studio do things that should not be 
done. Similarly, Magical Power Mako uses the studio like an isolation chamber. There is an intensity of focus on the 
inherent properties of amplified electronic musical instruments, and more emphatically on studio effects, which are used 
for their own sake and not as some decorative enhancement device. The possibilities of reverb and echo are explored 
and experimented with relentlessly, setting up hypnotic trance mantras in sound. There is such single-mindedness here 
that Mako becomes a Holy Man, like Robert Crumb's Mr Natural meditating obliviously through the ages while a 
civilisation springs up around him, then self-destructs to the powerful vibration of his OM chant. Mako here seems 
almost unconcerned with results; 'My Goal's Beyond' may well be a phrase he lives by, intent on the processes of 
exploring the depths of inner space. There is even a form of personal exorcism involved, witness the last track 'Ukawa 
Miming', a free-form vocal rant filled with images of corruption, worms, anal penetration, and Satanism; these chants of 
craziness are dribbled out in the hermetic echo chamber, like some ritual form of confessional box or primal therapy 
exercise. Mind you, this track is also fucking hilarious to listen to...'Japanese...Penis...like...worm!', he declares, the very 
inverse of a Rap artiste bragging about his 'penis dimension'. 

Music From Heaven is nowhere near as intense as Blue Dot ; if Blue Dot is a bad trip on STP, this one is probably more 
like a weekend at home on ecstasy. Yet it offers the same singularity of vision, like a fortnight spent on retreat in a 
monastery with some Tibetan High Priest. (The imagery on the sleeve art however is more of an Indian/ Buddhist 
nature). By the end of it you begin to share Mako's world view, start to dream the same dreams. There's also the playful 
side of Mako here, the child-like side of him that treats all musical instruments like playthings; he has fun with speeded-up 
tapes on Bells and Guitars, soars upwards in the richness of multitracked psych epics, and even allows himself the 
indulgence of a John Lennon demo pastiche. The fact that this was 'Recorded at his Private Studio' suggests that like Bevis 
Frond he can afford the luxury of working on these sometimes inconsequential sketches; that said, nobody else on earth 
sounds anything like this. 

Mako is a bewitching and mysterious figure, not prone to self-mythologising, or even accruing unwanted mythology as 
Keiji Haino has done; he boasts of no 'concept' like Asahito Nanjo, nor opts for the shocking malarkey of Boredoms. He 
is an important figure in the Japanese underground scene, active since the early 1970s. He went his own way from the 
start, there was a conscious decision to break away from the many bands who were at that time making derivative 
versions of UK and European progressive rock, and Mako exiled himself to concentrate on acquiring skills with as many 
musical instruments as he could get his hands on. Byron Coley thought highly enough of Mako to reproduce a fine 
picture of him surrounded by stringed instruments, and playing a sitar, on the Forced Exposure Mail Order List #10 in 
1994. Magical Power was a 1973 LP recorded for Polydor in Japan, aided by friend Keiji Haino; a further 6 or 7 LPs for 
the label followed. Original vinyl issues of these are probably what record collectors have delirious nightmares about, 
although the Mom'n Dad label in Japan has been hard at work bringing out CD reissues, including five CDs of Mako 
private tapes (from 1972-75) issued as Harmonium Volumes l-V. As even these are limited, you have to be pretty sharp if 
you ever see them. Curious collections of events, songs, styles...in the reaches of the off-the-map', says the ReR 
catalogue, where both these items can be purchased. Like I said...prepare to be disoriented. 


Merzbow (concluded) 

I am often surprised that a gentle and unassuming soul like myself finds any interest in Merzbow's music. All the 
warning signs tell me it should be a brutalising experience for the listener, potentially damaging to mental health. 
I can imagine there are some listeners who welcome being brutalised, but not I. Masami's declared aim is to 
focus in on the most extreme parts of rock music; feedback, destruction of equipment, and noise, but 
dispensing with those dumb elements which gave it some apparent meaning to the mob (like silly song lyrics, 
melodies, rhythm) and proceed to work only with the 'violent, noisy, brutal, sick part of rock'. In fact there's a 
great deal more to it. He deserves to be taken as seriously as any modern composer. That stuff about rock 
music is probably a bluff; he does not play like a strutting, conceited rock musician, for live performances he 
uses a lump of metal with lots of wires, clunky-looking homemade effects devices, and extreme amplification. I 
have no idea how it is possible to 'play' a piece of metal, but he does it (probably just inducing feedback). He 
stands there calm and meditative in the midst of the raging storm. Despite all the apparent technical limitations 
of his palette, the records don't all sound the same; close attention is always paid to dynamics and structure. It 
is not unlistenable; it draws you in with a bizarre and compelling fascination. A live performance is something 
else again; you have no control over what happens. The Disobay 22nd June 1 997 event in London (which I 
missed) was a classic by all accounts; one sniggering informant told me of strangers snogging and paralysed 
onlookers; old Velvet Underground anecdotes, in fact, but it is clear people can be affected physically and 
psychologically by the dangerous power of pure noise. Let's be careful out there... 
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Shades of Darimess 

BELOW are three important musicians whose work you should hear immediately, and as no decent musician 
approves the term 'minimalist' (who can blame them!) it's safer by far to say they have absolutely nothing in 
common. So let me relate a tale. At Art College we had to do this exercise where we were told to colour a 
large sheet of paper solid black, in as many different ways as possible - magic marker, india ink, charcoal, 6B 
pencil. .then the tutor gathered the pages in and said, see how many different shades of 'black' you've all 
created! Well it may not have taught me much about drawing, but it did kinda help in listening to 'minimal' 
music - there's much more to a 'monotone' than you think. 

Phill Niblock 

A New York composer, whose A Young Persons Guide to Phill Niblock is a double CD sampler on Blast First, BFFP 
102 CD (1995). Interestingly, the performances originate from acoustic instruments - for example trombones or 
saxophones, but multi-tracked beyond all reason and amplified mightily. Volume is the key! The louder you play it the 
better it is. Unvarying notes generating fields of almost physical energy. The aural equivalent of a huge abstract 
expressionist colour field painting. Although each piece starts off identifiable (eg as played by trombones), after the first 
ten minutes the overtones are winning, and something massive is resonating inside your inner core. Horrifyingly effective 
experiments. Undoubtedly, best listened to in the confines of a New York loft apartment, the only urban space 
environment large enough to contain the massiveness of these acoustic blocks. 

Charlemagne Palestine 

Strumming Music, New Tone NT 6742 2 (1995) is a 40+ minutes recording of a piano solo. Like La Monte 
Young, Palestine opts for the luxury of the full size Bosendorfer grand, and again like Young he explores the 
inner-space worlds of harmonics created by resonating strings. Palestine however opts to do it by using two 
notes only, which are single-mindedly repeated as a bouncing strum figure for the better generation of these 
harmonics. The sustain pedal is depressed throughout. And yes it's all true - you can hear all manner of 
complex sounds, notes and rhythms that aren't 'really' there, arising in a ghostly presence...as Palestine puts it, 
'complex mixtures of pure strummed sonority and their overtones'. Palestine is an extremely complex 
personality with his own unique and personal history for why his music has become what it has, linked to 
childhood experiences of singing long drones in the synagogue and playing church bells using the carillon. His 
music is extremely physical; you need strong arms and an iron constitution to perform Strumming Music. 

When you're dealing with the sheer intensity of his trance piano works, you have to face facts and realise that 
he's the only man in the world who could dare to play it. Only Cecil Taylor comes close in terms of pure 
energy and marathon endurance sessions at the old 88. Elsewhere I have tried to describe the kinship of one 
man with his keyboard to be found in the intense work of Mike Ratledge and Sun Ra. With Charlemagne there 
seems to be even more at stake, a real matter of life or death - you receive this quite frightening image of a 
man fusing with the workings of the piano, flesh and wires weaving together, like some David Cronenburg / 

Rob Botting cinematic monstrosity. Don't forget to look out for Four Manifestations On Six Elements, Barooni 
BAR 014, which is quite another trip; 1973 art gallery commissions for the Sonnabend Gallery, New York, 
these are both electronic and piano pieces. 

Yoshi Wada 

I know of only two vinyl issues, and good luck finding them citizen! Lament for the Rise and Fall of the Elephantine 
Crocodile (India Navigation Company IN 3025, 1982) rewards the listener with a series of awe-inspiring vocal chants, 
a side-long marathon for your ears that comes close to delivering the power of a shamanistic trip. In fact Yoshi himself 
describes something approaching a hallucinogenic state as he stood there wailing his baritone drones against the tiled wall 
of an empty swimming pool for hours. Just the thought of a man doing this keeps me awake at nights - it seems to knock 
extreme performance art into a cocked hat, with the possible exception of Stuart Brisley. Good Heavens, can you 
imagine the vibrations set up in your inner ear and the chambers of the human body through performing this act of 
chanting? It's a wonder he didn't fly away like a helium balloon. If you dare to play this monster at home alone in the 
dark, I would recommend strapping yourself to the armchair first. 

He also produced a bagpiping masterpiece called Off The Wa// (Berlin, Free Music Production SAJ 49, 1985), which 
similarly celebrates and emphasises the bouncing of sound off a solid force - the physical nature of sound reverberating 
in a specialised environment. And let me say folks, it's an experience that transfers to vinyl pretty damn effectively - 
crank up the volume to the nine o'clock position and you'll find out what I mean. He built these unbelievable huge 
bellows which you pump with your feet to play the pipes, whose dimensions were more on the order of organ pipes 
than regular chanters. You wouldn't want to meet the Scottish chieftain who could actually lift such an instrument. This 
record is not as frightening as Crocodile, in fact I find it quite soothing, but the uninitiated should prepare for the full 
force of a massed angry wasp attack. 
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...An Ambient Sloshy Quagmire... 

Mosca these CDs have all been grouped together in the following notes, as to begin with / cou/dn 't tell them apart. 
Centreless, shapeless, abstract drones. This Ambient music is all melding into one at the moment...try me again 
later and see how / fee 1 Electronica these days is just too easy for the performers; not to say the machines do 
everything now, but they seem to do an awful lot of it. You just get so sick of all these 'textures' - textures are for 
interior designers, listening to music shou/dn 't be like flipping through a book of fabric samples. A dutch of CDs 
like this is to me like a Siamese twin on a grand scale - say about thirty-six individual human beings, all fusing into 
one grotesque monstrous body. / don 't know if this is a process taking place in the womb or on the operating 
table. If the former, perhaps humans are now becoming like amoebas and splitting cells to form weird new genes, 
thus the warping of flesh into something resembling a Chapmanworld sculpture. If the latter, no less hideous, but a 
Victorian sewing-together of body parts like Frankenstein's monster; but the work was farmed out to a team of 
urchins labouring in a grim factory with soot-caked walls. 



Musician James Plotkin has infiltrated this Crackling Ether batch in a big way. He is an avant-garde guitar 
manipulator with his star in the ascendant if you believe all the press cuttings, who churns out his 
effects-heavy drones very often resembling some latterday Robert Fripp. He's been associated with John 
Zorn, Japanese arch-fiend KK Null, Michael Gira, Justin Broadrick (of Techno Animal); and frequently with 
Mick Harris who used to be the drummer in Napalm Death but later became one half of Scorn. Plotkin 
requires an arsenal of effects before he can even get of bed in the morning; the Korg A2 multi-effector, the 
DeltaLab 8-second delay and the EMG loaded Steinberger are all humming merrily away before his breakfast 
toast is done, and he spreads his marmalade with a E-bow. Naturally, the actual sound of the guitar is 
completely transformed and rendered unrecognisable by the time it reaches us poor souls, like perhaps the 
dying light from a super-nova hundreds of thousands of years ago. Not that this is a bad thing at all, even if 
the rise of the Midi-unit has spread a certain saminess through the recorded music landscape of the 1 990s. 
When I was 1 7 the height of wild and crazy guitar outrage to me was Jimmy Page's electronic experiments 
documented in the film The Song Remains the Same. Whatever device he used it's doubtless regarded as 
primitive and ' steam-driven' these days, yet it transformed side two of that ghastly soundtrack album ('Dazed 
and Confused') into a virtual avant-garde guitar noise that Keith Rowe wouldn't have been ashamed of! 



The Sound Projector Third Issue 


James Plotkin, The Joy of 
Disease 

Japan AVANT AVAN 028 (1996) 

Pretty damn excellent...Plotkin 
demonstrates to the satisfaction of all 
parties that he is the supreme master 
of his effects and studio, and turns in 
track after track of very convincing 
and entertaining ditties, showcasing 
his guitar noise. Razor sharp 
production values you'd somehow 
associate with a product of this 
quality, a bright and shiny surface (as 
opposed to the ambient murkiness of 
other CDs that we must wade 
through below). Everything is 
bolstered up with drum machine and 
drum loops and that big guitar sound 
is opened up wide, like a Montana 
skyline. One thing that helps is his 
very attractive melodies, quite simple 
guitar solos that actually never stray 
outside of a very limited modal range; 
they're given added authority by the 
effects. But I'm sure you'd rather 
listen to this than say, 
some fusion showoff 
cramming a billion notes 
inside an impossibly clever 
chord sequence. It can't 
really be claimed that any 
of these tunes really 
develop very much, but at 
least they never outstay 
their welcome for the 
minutes that they inhabit 
this earth. Some of 'em, 
like 'Euphoria Passing', are 
actually almost evocative 
in a clinical kinda way. 

Plotkin is aided here by 
Franz Treichler's 'ominous 
guitar loop', Ruth Collins 
who did some annoying 
breathy vocalising and 
pretty pictures, and old 
buddy Mick Harris who 
also co-produced. 

Flux, Protoplasmic 
Pennsylvania, Release RR 
6958-2 (1997) 

This is El Plotkino again, credited with 
'music, instrumentation and voice' 
while Ruth Collins adds yet more of 
her lyrical contributions. Musically this 
is only about as good as a B-side to 
The Joy of Disease, nowhere near as 
satisfying; layered guitars actually 
sounding like guitars, very poppy 
drum beats and danceable time 
signatures. In a way he's trying to 
create some kind of heavy 
progressive pop record, picking up 


the torch from the first LP by M (you 
remember, 'New York London Paris 
Munich, everybody talking 'bout,..Pop 
Music!'). One track even features a 
voice vocoder, use of which in this 
context verges on Buggies territory 
for me. Heaven knows I'd be diverted 
enough if something as well-crafted as 
this actually appeared on Top of the 
Pops instead of some teenaged 
ninnies bopping about to their 
mechanical sequencer, but that's 
probably not going to happen. Collins, 
speak-singing her ill-fitting vocal 
interpolations, reminds me of Danielle 
Dax's 'Hamsprachtmusik' on the first 
League of Gentlemen LP from 1981 
(yet another Robert Fripp connection, 
amazingly), although Collins sounds 
annoyingly prim and pleased with her 
absurdist observations, which are in 
fact simply pretentious guff. Mick 
Harris co-produced, again in the lavish 
splendour of his Birmingham-based 
'Black Box' house of tricks. 


James Plotkin and Mick 
Harris, Collapse 
New York, Asphodel 0963 
(1996) 

Compared with the above two, this 
one is a simpler proposition in that 
you don't have to put up with any 
stupid lyrics, drum beats or pop 
tunes. Instead, your resistance is 
ground down by heavily abstract, 
identikit featureless Ambient drones. 
Created 'through use of looped 
guitar, natural and unnatural sound, 
processing' by these two wearisome 


guys who are starting to look very 
humourless to me. 'Collision', with its 
Cyberman voice effect, is one step 
away from being a Dr Who sound 
effects record. This CD exerts a 
certain presence now and again, but 
you have to be prepared to listen in 
toto for it to weave its cunning spell; 
given that these 5 tracks are all what 
used to be considered 'LP-track' 
length, I suggest you bring a packed 
lunch or you too will 'Collapse'. 

Tactile, Inscape 

France Sentrax SNTX 3003 CD 

(1996) 

Intellectually at least, Inscape join the 
dots between Lucifer, Pan and The 
Wind in the Willows (ie The Piper at 
the Gates of Dawn; yes, Syd Barrett 
also spotted it); they photograph 
pagan-looking reindeer horns on their 
sleeve; they thank 'the goat-footed 
balloon man', and they namecheck 
Coil whose members I 
believe have some passing 
interest in Satanism. Tactile 
are an 'Unholy Three' of 
performers, who want to 
frighten us with their sinister 
musical atmospheres, I 
suspect. 'Panoleptic' at least 
in name would aspire to 
cross the alarming sensations 
of a panic attack with a 
Grand Mai epileptic fit, but all 
this track delivers is a really 
limp choppy helicopter 
rhythm like some bloody 
Pink Floyd track played at 1 6 
rpm. 'Caged Light' is all 
lowest note on the organ and 
sinister strange insects 
dashing from speaker to 
speaker. Play it loudish and 
you might frighten some ten 
year-olds at a Halloween 
party. Otherwise you can 
probably live without this 
all-process and few-ideas moshfest. 

Tactile, Recurrence and 
Intervention 
New York, Rawkus 
Entertainment / Sentrax, RWK 
1118 (1997) 

Moderately more engaging than the 
above as this features a bunch of 
guest artists remixing Tactile's raw 
materials. Some of them actually 
succeed far better in suggesting the 
worrisome atmospheres that Tactile 
are trying for, alluding in sound to 
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Lucifer's armies on the march in their 
campaign to overthrow man's domain. 
This martial aspect is further 
suggested by the combative nature of 
the credits: Coil VS Tactile, Scorn VS 
Tactile, etc...each remixer is pitched 
into an antagonistic struggle with their 
mentors. Coil play the devil's own 
hurdy-gurdy, while James Plotkin 
plucks the dark lord's stolen celestial 
harp. Zoviet France hint at the cries 
of a choir of fallen angels, then 
unleash a division of demons in the 
shape of crawling black insects. Scorn 
find Satan playing a backwards church 
organ in the disco. Solaris and Eyeless 
in Gaza also add in boring drumbeats, 
to not much effect. Blood From The 
Soul close the record and manage to 
tease out some 'screams of the 
massed damned' from the electronic 
cobwebs. I'm not an expert, but isn't 
this 'unsettling drones with magick 
effects' the sort of thing that certain 
Current 93 and other United Dairies 
releases were aiming at in the 1980s? 
Again, play it loud for maximum 
effect.. .an/ effect. 

Solarus, Empty Nature 
Pennsylvania, Release RR 
6965-2 (1997) 

Solarus are breaking away from the 
gene pool with their drum machines 
and near-melodies to produce a 
species of moderne pop music for 
airbrushed-robots in a souped-up 
Metropolis landscape; the sort of 
nightmare Duran Duran were hinting 
at, in short. Sadly they already sound 
a bit dated with the rather obvious 
default Midi-sounds, and especially the 
diched use of voice samples; these 
are supposed to inject narrative 
tension (references to working, 
sweating and dying) and lead the 
listener to hope for some sort of 
resolution in the plodding chord 
sequence, but nothing actually 
happens. Solarus is Kipp Johnson with 
help from Bill Yurkiewicz. The 
ubiquitous James Plotkin, who seems 
to be dogging my life so much, 
contributes guitar. 

Various, Narcosis: A Dark 
Ambient Compilation 
Novatekk/Credo \TD 90402-24 
(1997) 

Give your brain the day off and just 
get lost inside this one for a while. 
You'll be glad you did. This budget-ish 
Double CD costs less than the price 
of an ecstasy trip (I'd imagine) and 


delivers the same numbing results 
without after effects. No track 
description this time fact fans: it has 
not been possible after even three 
listens to really distinguish any one 
piece from the next; they're all equally 
slow moving, weightless astronauts 
lost in space, mountains getting up to 
stretch themselves and settling down 
again, proceeding at the same rate as 
three day-old porridge being poured 
down the sink...and all equally pleasant 
in a way that one wonders exactly 
what constitutes 'Dark' Ambient? 

Well, there's one piece here towards 
the end of Disc Two which cuts in a 
voice sample yawping out ‘God is 
Dead! Satan Lives!', which is pretty 
fucking dark all right, and for a 
moment might return us to the 
Tactile threesome and their invidious 
devilry; but I can't find much to the 
actual content of the music that 
either affirms or denies God, or 
Satan, one way or the other. 
Content-free, noncommittal; 
near-music for people who are fed up 
with trying to use their ears. This is as 
good a compilation as you could 
manage given the state of the world 
today; put together by Neil Gardner, 
it's mainly harvested from previously 
released albums; but contains two 
unreleased tracks. I recognise none of 
the artistes, apart from Coil and 
Hilmar Orn Hilmarsson, whose very 
good Children of Nature LP is a nice 
tasteful and atmospheric film 
soundtrack. If you remember me 
wittering on about the 'virtual womb' 
imagery all over Isolationism last ish, 
it's revealing to gaze into the front 
cover of Narcosis photograph. A 
mouthful of nails? A beech nut? 

«Give your 
Brain the 
Day off» 

Drift works 4 x CD set 
Big Cat Records, ABB1000 
(1997) 

Compiled by Kevin Martin, this set 
might just give you a positive picture 
of the state of Ambient and 
experimental music today. Four 
premium-quality artists have been 
chosen for this millenium-dome styled 
issue, each demonstrating a different 
aspect of what it is possible to 
achieve musically with volume, 
intensity, slow-moving development, 
and the luxury of a solo CD to do it 
in. Top of the range Is Nijiumu, one of 


Keiji Haino's quieter musical hats, and 
for sheer pathos this live recording 
worth your entry money by itself; to 
call this slice of sheer emotion 
tear-inducing is not enough. You will 
weep! No faulting the 
premium-quality gong work of 
Thomas Koner's Nuuk, nor Pauline 
Oliveros with Randy Raine-Reusch (In 
the Shadow of the Phoenix) playing 
some beautiful long accordian tones 
to match Gordon Mumma. Paul 
Schutze's Stateless is busier than the 
other three contributions, although I 
still remain to be convinced by the 
music of this Australian composer 
living in the UK - there are facile 
qualities which make it hard to trust. 
The music wins hands down over a 
deal of the other Ambient releases to 
have reached us, but there remain 
some niggling difficulties. The tacky 
sleeve art - or 'image poetry', as one 
Buggy G Riphead wishes it to be 
known - seems to have been sampled 
from an in-flight British Airways 
magazine; you're almost being invited 
on a Led Zeppelin styled private jet, 
with air hostesses in skimpy uniforms 
simpering ‘I'm Electro...Fly Me!' 
Secondly, the inevitable problem of 
choosing four artists who don't really 
have a great deal to do with each 
other. It's almost as though they're 
being used to illustrate a point about 
modern electronic music, rather than 
being granted the space to speak for 
themselves. That point is underscored 
by Biba Kopfs elaborate sleevenote, 
which articulates every thought you 
could have had yourself on the music 
(just sit back and let the experts take 
over). Weirdly, Isolationism (which 
Kevin Martin also compiled, with far 
more interpretative sleeve notes) 
didn't have this stumbling block at 
all...perhaps having more artists 
helped increase the chaotic feel. But 
this isn't really important. The reality 
of a 4-CD set is that you never listen 
to it in one sitting. Rather each 
audition digests a handy slice and for 
that time, you not only forget the 
other 'Driftworkers', you also forget 
about the other trivial problems 
weighing down your shoulders. Verily, 
this is highly seductive virtual space 
surround- sound, as near an 
equivalent as you'll get to that 
glorious death they give you in the 
dystopian SciFi movie Solyent Green - 
a slow-acting poison winds down your 
bodily system, while romantic music 
plays over heartbreaking 
Technicolour visions of the natural 
world we have completely despoiled. 
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Thomas Koner, Teimo/ 

Permafrost 

MilleJMateaux^ff^ 

New depths (or heights) in electronic 
minimalism. Despite the fact there 
seems to be so little actually going on 
here, Koner's music asserts an 
incredible presence. A disembodied 
series of monotones seep out of your 
speakers like poison gas...‘moving 
further and further away from the 
original source of the recordings', as 
the These Records catalogue puts it. 
After 1 5 minutes you feel like there's 
a gigantic invisible monster in the 
room, rattling the windows and loose 
objects. The weight of his bulk 
presses on your chest until you can't 
breathe. An army of Poltergeists. I 
would be glad to meet somebody 
who can treat this as background 
music, as I find it so utterly compelling 
it simply paralyses me. 

This mysterious sound is in fact 
originated from brushed gongs, 
amplified to a quite disproportionate 
level. A microscopic sound event 
becomes the raw material Koner will 
use and subject to his careful and 


extended treatments. Stockhausen 
experimented with pretty much the 
same technique for Mikrophonie / for 
tam-tam and six players, in 1 964. 
Stockhausen insisted on tam-tam as 
the correct name for a gong, an 
instrument whose sound he 
associates with a lion's roar because 
he has somehow conflated two 
Hollywood movie openings (J Arthur 
Rank's gong and the MGM lion). One 
player vibrates the gong, the second 
moves a microphone in accordance 
with the score, while the third plays 
the potentiometer and filters. In a 
1 97 1 lecture Stockhausen said 'I tell 
my own students, if you want to 
become famous just take a magnifying 
glass and put it to one of my scores, 
and what you see there, just multiply 
that for five years.' Looks like Koner 
took that suggestion to heart... 

Where Charles Hayward keeps 
returning to his 'water' theme, 

Koner's lifelong interest is in the 
snow and ice. A few years ago there 
was that rumour that CDs sounded 
better at temperatures close to zero, 
and now look what happens - 
somebody has to put it into practice! 


He had one track on Isolationism. 
Teimo and PermaFrost were at one 
time available as separate CDs on the 
Dutch Barooni label in 1 99 1 and 
1 993, and yet here they are now in 
one handy double-pack courtesy of 
Mille Plateaux, the label dedicated to 
bringing you Experimental Techno at 
any cost. Cheaper and more effective 
than buying a new fridge freezer. Isn't 
the consumer age great? 
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Mephisto- 

Beats 

Cypress Hill, Black Sunday 
Columbia 474075 2 (1993) 

Cypress Hill III, Temples of Boom 
Columbia 478127 2 (1995) 

The marijuana experience can be yours even without 
buying a slab of hash under The Westway. The slowed 
tempo on every other track just presses you into a ball of 
mush and spreads you neatly over the pillows .To listen is 
to reach that mellow high that only the weed can offer. 
Not that I would know anything about it; personally my 
recreational drug of choice is a fine bottle of 12% red 
wine, or 3-4 pints of Stella Artois. I've never understood 
why advocates of the humble hemp can turn into crusading 
evangelists for the stuff - Charles Bukowski has said the 
same in a short story, bewildered by two young upstart 
hippies who seemed to think they'd invented the concept 
of getting high. Actually I always liked the way the jazz 
community in the USA - ever since the 1920s I guess - 


evolved a whole series of slang words for their preferred 
modes of brain-vacation stimulants. This was simply so 'the 
man' (meaning Whiteys) wouldn't catch wise; by the time 
your jazz guys were playing regular gigs at venues, to have 
been caught with that needle dangling from your arm or 
that reefer slipping from your lips would have meant 
instant dismissal. Hence that whole code-word thing 
becomes a means of survival. It's only us decadent whiteys 
who find it at all glamourous! 

The secretive tradition continues with Cypress Hill, 
evolved by this band into an elaborate sign-system 
expressed through sleeve art, rhymes and texts. The monk 
ascending the staircase on cover of Temples of Boom tells 
us that to smoke dope is to join a Holy Order, a 
brotherhood replete with a liturgical language that 
outsiders cannot dig. The postage stamps and currency 
within the sleeve art have been doctored to encode 
certain holy symbols, including the sacred skull. Black 
Sunday comes equipped with a stream of printed 'facts' 
about hemp and cannabis plants which the Government 
don't want you to know (as if), and these are restated 
verbally on one trade but in contrast to 
anarcho-syndicalist punk band Crass, who stuffed their LP 
boxes with humourless anarchist propaganda. Cypress Hill 
seem to achieve something far more subversive than 
merely advocating the consumption of vast amounts of 
mary jane. 
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Cypress Hill knock me dead with the apparent ease 
with which they make records. 'Hits from the Bong' 
offers echoed, whispering vocals just on the cusp of 
perception, like ghosts of smoke dancing over a 
hookah; while Temples of Boom throughout is spiked 
with snatches of Indian and European classical music, 
plus chants of Buddhist monks from Hamkaimea 
Temple, scattered between songs to nightmarish effect. 
Strip the sound apart and you find something like a 
tooled-up custom hot rod - a perfect mechanical drum 
beat, a dumber-than-dumb bass sequencer riff, and 
borrowed segments of old records scratched in to 
devastating effect. One of my favourites is the use of 
the harmonica riff from 'The Wizard' by Black Sabbath - 
if you call your LP Black Sunday I guess you just have to 
sample that band! (This being the 1990s, each sample 
must be credited by law - no fun at all eh!). Over this 
framework a trio of Hanna-Barbera cartoony voices - 
Chooch and Benny the Ball from Top Cat - exude their 
laid-back nasal whines and exhortations, or spit out 
venomous street chants with outrageous internal 
rhymes. The sheer ingenuity of assembling it takes you 
back to (eg) the first Residents record, resorting to 
using old records simply because there was no other 
practical way to do it, thus setting a template of sorts 
for a whole generation of artistes who no longer feel 
the need to be a musician, but still want to make a 
record. In case you haven't guessed I'm all for it. 

Cypress Hill are a trio: Italian New Yorker Larry 
Muggerud aka DJ Muggs; Cuban Mexican Louis Freeze 
aka B-Real; and Cuban Senen Ryes aka Sen Dog. All 
three met in their 'hood' in south-eastern Los Angeles 
and took their name from a local street. Cypress 
Avenue. Muggs is the producer and one assumes the 
driving talent behind the project; he has also lent his 
skills to House of Pain (in spite of declaring 'House of 
Pain ain't down with us!' on one track). Where Black 
Sunday is mostly samples razor-bladed together with deft 
skill. Temples of Boom uses live musicians. 



Dr Octagon, Ecologyst 

Mo Wax, MW046CD (1996) 


Some records in the Hard-core Gangsta rap genre can give 
us a steady stream of abusive language about murder, 
mayhem and misogyny. These elements are not absent 
from the Cypress Hill universe. Throughout 'Insane in the 
Brain' the singer declaims he feels like Son of Sam and 
draws you into a vortex of irrational heat, encouraged by 
the nursery rhyme answer-lines of his cohorts; joyous 
rioting is only one step away. It's so comic-strip 
overstated, exhibiting the braggadocio and insistence on 
form you associate with a graffiti artist, that you can't take 
it too seriously. These guys are no dummies. Cypress Hill 
are enormous sellers in the USA (due largely to College 
stations' airplay), and sell largely it seems to white college 
kids; perhaps these listeners derive some comforting 
excitement observing the antics of 'dangerous niggas' from 
a safe vantage point. What it all means to a London 
dwelling suburbanite like myself is anybody's guess. Two 
tracks even wound up on prime-time TV, during a segment 
of Chris Carter's Millennium to convey some notion of 
unknown evil. Judgement Night a rap movie I know 
nothing of, also features Cypress Hill on the soundtrack 
bleating out 'I love you Mary-Jane'. But then, 'I wanna get 
high' is the first song you hear on the movie Addiction by 
Abel Ferrarra, which is what persuaded me to buy these 
CDs in the first place. Now that film really is disturbing! 


Utterly fucking bizarre. Plenty to enjoy here in the very 
clean and minimal but enormous sound - drum machine, 
bass sequencer and very witty scratches and samples, plus 
a seamless torrent of verbal raptitude. The rhythm tracks 
are kinda leisurely, and yet laced with an undercurrent of 
menace; Kool Keith MC assumes the fictional persona of 
Dr Octagon, he knows he can take his time with you as he 
alternatively seduces you or regales you with his collection 
of hard core porn videos. There's also a very wayward 
sense of humour here; the whole CD is themed as a 
nightmare trip through a fiendish hospital where virtually 
anything can happen. Through raps and samples from alien 
sources, there's always that element of mayhem suggested; 
behind one door there may be fiendish vivisection 
experiments, behind another some alien mutations to 
breed new monsters to infiltrate society; elsewhere a man 
disguised as a female nurse is gleefully penetrating some 
unsuspecting patient. Snapshot impressions of deformed 
genitalia and redesigned breeding equipment, a biological 
horror show to equal anything from the pages of William 
Burroughs. 'Earth people, I come from Jupiter', Dr 
Octagon informs us on one rap, taking a leaf from Sun Ra's 
book but also implying (in true X-Files fashion) the alien 
conspiracy theory behind this gene-splicing terror. The 
tracks 'Elective Surgery' and 'A Visit to the Gynechologist' 
will fuel your fear of hospitals to the point where you’ll 
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never go near St Thomas' again, compounded by the grisly 
cover image of a severed hand (a plaster model used by 
surgeons). Wait for the coda, a hidden track where Mr 
Gerbick appears: a creature with the 'body of a shark, and 
the arms and face of a man', a glimpse of what the new 
world's mutated population will be like. Kool Keith has 
been a veteran of the Hip Hop scene for many years and 
his is the voice you'll hear rapping start to finish on this 
disc, supplying much of the identity of the mysterious 'Dr 
Octagon'. DJ Q-Bert mans the turntables; DJ Shadow 
issues 'Transmissions'. Licensed from Bulk Records. 


Necropolis, The Dialogic Project 
DJ Spooky That Subliminal Kid 

New York, Knitting Factory Works KFW 185 
(1995) 

Subtitled ' A Compilation of NYC Experimental Trip-Hop 
Ambient Dub and Jungle': at time of release this 'Dialogic' 
CD represented a new 
virus in the turntable 
empires and introduced 
the concept of ILLbient, a 
very arty New York 
approach to tape samples 
and editing embodied by 
Spooky who, besides 
conducting these 
experiments with sounds, 
is also a visual artist, had 
his own radio show at 
College, and runs a 
nightclub. The guiding 
forces to his project 
sounded familiar: a 
response to 20th century 
urban decay, the idea that 
the artist is an invisible 
spirit at loose in the city, 
leaving only mysterious 
traces to be uncoded by 
a chosen few. Spray-can 
graffiti is tone clue; to 
Spooky that art form is 
more than just idle kids 
making a mess of derelict 
property, it's a concerted 
attempt by a clandestine 
army to change the city's 
face, and thus presumably 
begin to alter its 
conciousness. The 
parallels with New York 
painter Basquiat are fairly 
dear...among his early 
manifestations in that city 
were the SAMO graffiti, 

which unpacked means 'Another Day, Same Old Shit'. It's 
encouraging people have so much fai'th in graffiti, but to 
me it's rather a closed-off art; its insistence on rules and 
form undercuts much chance for real expression. 

This record is ludicrously dense and almost makes me 
physically ill to listen to it - that's not intended as a 
put-down, but I'm choking on the traffic fumes mingling 
with the clotted atmosphere of an Amazonian jungle after 



the rains. The preliminaries take forever before segueing 
into something with a backbeat, which when it finally 
appears is surprisingly puny, like a scaffolding made of 
rubber bars - it couldn't support a plate of Jell-O. Each 
atmospheric moment promises much, delivers little. It 
reminds you of the way TV video graphics nowadays can 
be overlaid into impenetrable patterns of dense colours, 
shapes and moving objects. Spooky samples old distressed 
records with lots of hiss and crackle 'to have a sense of 
timelessness'. A Necropolis is of course a Palace of the 
dead, and the aural landscape does seem very Apocalyptic, 
delineating a city which expanded beyond chaos into 
complete inertia, seized up, all trappings of civilisation 
(cars, buildings, communication links) reduced to utter 
wreckage. This in spite of the more optimistic 
cyberpunk-ish hints in the liner notes: 'the groups in this 
project are true underground pioneers. Taking their 
mythologies from the future, they are reality hackers. 
Tricksters at the end of time, they sing the body electric...' 

Spooky, real name Paul 
D Miller, studied 
Philosophy and French 
Literature to degree 
level. A knowledgeable 
historian and cultural 
theorist, his DJ-ing is an 
'extension' of his writing, 
reflecting among other 
things the collapse of 
rational thought in the 
20th century. In 
Brooklyn he staged the 
Lolandia happenings with 
various art-school 
cronies, building large 
physical mazes out of 
'urban detritus' that 
would bewilder the 
visitor, which confusion 
was enhanced by the 
presence of six DJs 
playing simultaneously 
throughout this 
wayward environment; 
you'd escape the 
Metallica heavy metal 
only to run into a wall of 
Jungle music. Nice 
clashes of cultures and 
musics...on the other 
hand, if all your 
neighbours have massive 
stereo systems I'd 
imagine that's what it's 
like to live in a New 
York tenement building 




The Sound Projector Third Issue 


War Arrow's 
Skipload of Tapes 


NOT A GOOD start. Ankst Records, 
being from the land of the Red 
Dragon, are just so doggone hip that 
their cassettes say 'Pshaw! Don't 
fence me in, Daddio', to those rather 
practical little plastic tabs that project 
from the inside of tape cases, 
preventing the spools from unwinding 
themselves willy-nilly. As a result the 
Ectogram cassette, having unwound 
dramatically within its own shell, tried 
to fuck with my tape player, 
reckoning very much without the 
mighty force of its capstan wheel and 
pinch roller. Perhaps, if the mood 
takes me, / shall try again later. But 
first, if I might paraphrase Arthur 
Brown, whose Crazy World achieved 
fleeting popularity a number of moons 
ago.../ AM THE GOD OF HELLFIRE, 
AND / GIVE YOU... 

Labrador, Why are you 
laughing 

Matching Head C30 cassette 

This has an offputting ambience about 
it; the cover, the titles. In its mild and 
wacky nonchalance, it seems deeply 
Canadian (and waxing xenophobic for 
a moment, Canucks really are a bunch 
of charlies, aren't they?) The 
multicellular bipeds responsible for 
this are actually from Tyne and Wear. 
The music isn't too bad at all, happily. 
The sound quality is good, despite the 
austerity of the instrumentation. 

Cheap sampler (a Casio SKI, unless 
I'm mistaken), enthusiastically twanged 
guitar, things being banged, and 
something being sawn in half are all to 
be found in Labrador's musical biscuit 
barrel, and the overall effect is 
enjoyable. It's intuitively structured, I 
suspect, so sits happily apart from 
extremes of contrivance or 
cacophony. One track 'Dreams After 
Coffee' is really rather listenable, 
featuring a scratchy and ethereal (in a 
1920s film kind of way) looped sample 
and rumbling bass which went via 
speaker floor and sofa straight to my 
'gentleman's area' - which was 
surprising. 


I had prepared a few snide words for 
this review involving your archetypal 
toddler's drawing of a sad face, whose 
exaggerated crescent leaves the 
viewer in no doubt as to the subject's 
unrelenting misery. This hypothetical 
countenance could be a portrayal of 
my own as I listened to this tape, its 
title making an inappropriate enquiry 
as to the nature of my mirth. I shall 
save my razor sharp ribaldry for some 
other work... 

Matching Head, 12 Coanwood Way, 
Sunny side, Tyne and Wear, NEI6 
5XR 



Wil Web, Hike it Grisly 
Lode Runner, The Bubble 
Sort 

Racing Room Tapes, C60 
cassette (1996) 


A split tape of quite dissimilar artists. 
I'd suspect that Wil Web had 
composed the entirety of his 
contribution on some new-fangled 
computer (and as Frank Sidebottom 
once pointed out, a computer is after 
all just a television and a typewriter 
with some wires), were it not for the 
odd snatch of guitar, and that 
giveaway of giveaways - a Casio SK I 
on the brass ensemble setting. Mrs 
Web's pride and joy obviously has an 
ear for composition, and is the author 
of some corking tunes. Unfortunately, 
it may all be a bit too nice. After a 


while, one begins to long for the days 
when all cassettes had titles like 
A/lotropik Genocide Funktion, or 
Hitler / Great Bloke!. Tapes so 
monikered negated any need for one 
to actually listen to them because, 
well...five men shouting whilst mowing 
the lawn. Enjoy?... Wil's tunes would 
do any milkman proud, but like rich 
food and the 'solitary vice', are best 
enjoyed in moderation. / Like it Grisly 
gets a little samey in places, and is 
more like a work in progress than 
someone's finest half hour. However, 
it certainly isn't without its 

moments...he should do film 
soundtracks, he'd be good at 
that. 

The Lode Runner side equally 
suffers from a certain 
homogeneity, a lack of finish. 
But every cloud, as they say 
(exhibiting a shameful 
ignorance of even the most 
basic meteorological facts), has 
a silver lining. The music is 
pleasantly description-defying, 
reminding one alternately of 
Cluster, Nurse With Wound 
and Rainbow - specifically the 
'Curly and Straight' films which 
bisected the exploits of 
George, Bungle and Zippy 
(rather than the 'Long and 
Uninteresting' variant of Richie 
Blackmore's band). This tape is heavily 
electronic, and often rhythmic; not 
the best pint that will be pulled at 
Lode Runner's musical tavern, but 
enjoyable because it hints that the 
best is yet to come. 


X-Chris, Alpine Star 
Creosote, Uiung 
Racing Room Tapes, C60 
cassette, 1996 

This features those five shouting men 
and their lawnmowers as mentioned 
above. Not quite, but Creosote really 
do kick up an absolute flip of a racket. 
Uiung would appear to be improvised 
live, with the amplifiers (probably 
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X-CHR'S 

•Alpine Star 


jammed on 1 1) serving up a 
provocative casserole of guitar, noise, 
tapes, rhythms, noise, feedback, noise, 
and electronics. And noise. I can't 
decide whether I love it or hate it, 
and the music doesn't seem to care 
much either way. Truly, this is an 
onslaught unrelenting in its ferocity, 
although it does progress in some 
indefinable sense. It isn't just ' I -2-3-4 
GHGHGHGHGHGHHGHHGHGHG 
HHGHGHGH! for half an hour. 

Personally I find what distinguishes 
good from bad in any form of art, 
particularly music, is whether the 
work speaks for itself, or simply 
brings to the mind's eye images of 
how that work may have been 
created. For example, Faust IV 
somehow makes me think of 
speeded-up and out-of-focus Super 8 
films, in gaudy overexposed colour, of 
bearded yokels in a summery corn 
field. Conversely, when I hear George 
Michael, all I can think of is a silly 
orange man taking himself seriously in 
a recording studio. If loud and shirty 
is your bag then you'll love Creosote. 

I might have done also, had I been 
able to clear from my mind the 
picture of three lads in a garage all 
praying fervently that Dad takes his 
time washing the car so they can get 
the tape finished. 

On the other hand, I received no 
offputting visual interference from the 
X-Chris side. It is almost completely 
abstract. Like Creosote, it's noisy, but 
here the noise is expertly sculpted 
into a surprising range of textures. I 
see circuit boards, empty office 
buildings, decaying electronics. 


existing in some remote place 
where human reach does not 
extend. It seems 
inappropriate to say anything 
more. X-Chris is definitely 
the prize find of this issue's 
Skipload. Even if his 
contribution had been paired 
with a side of Jonathan King, 
rather than Creosote, this 
tape would still come highly 
recommended. 

Racing Room Tapes, 37 
Egmont Road, New Malden, 
Surrey KT3 4AT 

Form, [the one with 
the blue cover and six 
tracks on it] 

C90 cassette, demo 

An astounding tour de force 
which, resolute and 
uncompromising in its rugose 
atonality, demands the listener's 
attention whilst Form lift up the 
deceptively rounded stone of 
normality to peer, without 
procrastination, at the fetid horrors 
which lurk beneath. But not really. 

Six tracks of noise, a drum machine 
on the tommy gun setting 
(de-le-le-ler, de-le-le-ler as we used to 
chant in the playground) over which a 
person with a quiet voice says 
meaningful things. It's easy to see 


^ AN SLAUGHTE R 



50 GOOD 
WHAT? 


what they're getting at, and as a 
variant on Whitehouse or early 
Ramleh, it isn't without originality. But 
if you're going to do power 
electronics, it should sound, 
er...powerful. This just sounds weak, 
and even a bit apologetic. The music 
is okay, I suppose. The recording is 
dry and unflattering. The words, 
which dare not speak their name too 
loudly in case anyone actually hears 
them and sends a transcription off to 
Pseud's Corner, leave room for 
improvement. On the positive side. 
Form have had the decency to record 
this on a good quality cassette, with 
the erase tabs intact. So full marks on 
that score. 

Ed thinks this is Stephen Pou/acheris 
+ Andy Williams, who also produce a 
weird comic called Love. No contact 
address, but try 18 Nether Street, 
Finchley, London NI2 

Manslaughter, Sofa, So 
Good.. .So What? 

Abattoir Records C30 cassette 

I eat my words, X-Chris is not the 
pick of this issue's selection, for it 
turns out to be the mighty force of 
Manslaughter that is most deserving 
of your money. 

Heavy Metal - Speed Metal - Death 
Metal. Now there is...Furniture Metal! 
An exciting new genre of which 

Manslaughter (who cite their 
influences as Metallica, 
Megadeath, Slayer and The 
Antiques Roadshow) are the 
first, and finest, exponents. A 
cynic might suggest that this 
tape amounts to little more 
than the tomfoolery of a brace 
of inebriated Geordies, though I 
doubt they would have the guts 
to say it to Manslaughter's faces, 
least of all the one with the 
Lemmy moustache. To such a 
cynic I say, either open your 
ears or fuck off back to your 
late night Channel 4 arts dump. 

Manslaughter deliver the goods, 
in big black trucks with studded 
tyres and a furry Hellraiser 
puzzle cube hanging from the 
mirror. And what goods they 
are! There's no ironic smarm, 
no nudging or winking here, just 
full-on skull crushing metal 
power. Listen to the rage of 
'Can't Be Arsed' or the 
merciless fury that is 
'Sideboards of Destruction'. 
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These men are quite serious. These 
are not men who have time to waste 
upon mere trifles. These are men 
who have, perhaps, seen too much. 
Listen to their story. 

2A East Cheap, Heaton, Newcastle 
NE6 5UA 

Ectogram, Svalbard 

Aknst Records ANKST 074, C30 
cassettej(1996) 

Upon finally getting this to play, I was 
impressed by the outrageously deep 
flanging effect which opens the music, 
until I realised it was merely a result 
of the tape screwing up yet again. 
Luckily this seems to be recorded, 
like many modern cassettes (for 
reasons that at last become clear) 
with all of the tracks appearing on 
both sides. Svalbard seems to be a 
sampler for some impending 
release [Spitsbergen], The music is 
fairly pleasant. Loose and vaguely 
mesmeric in a Krautrocky kind of 
way. It's okay, bit with so much 
around at the moment, is 'okay' 
really enough? I have a problem 
with this ongoing Krautrock revival, 
highlighted best by an interview 
with Loop some years ago. A Loop 
person praised Can as a truly 
innovative and avant-garde band; 

Loop, he claimed, by continuing in 
their tradition, were thus equally 
innovative and avant-garde. Let me 
just get this straight...if I copy a 
painting by Picasso, I will have 
produced a work that is startling 
and original? What rot! 

Don't be fooled, kids. Krautrock 
revival - Mod revival - Oompah 
revival. It's all the same thing, but 
for the ersatz stamp of 
'authenticity' afforded to Tortoise 
the like. Stereolab have some fine 
tunes, but so, doubtlessly, did The 
Merton Parkas and The Lambretta, if 
you like that kind of thing. If your 
scratchy old Faust albums aren't 
enough, and you need that nostalgic 
fix of the latest thing in Disney-style 
animatronic experimentalism, then 
Ectogram are just as good as anything 
else presently doing the circuit. 

They'll probably be huge, but for me 
they seem closer in spirit to Darts 
and Matchbox, than Can or Neu! 

Ankst, 106 Cowbridge Road East, 
Canton, Cardiff, CFI 9DX 
Ectogram c/o Alan, 6 Hill Street, 
Menai Bridge, North Wales LLS9 
SAG 


The Moth, Pummel Box 

Red Neon Tapes RN36, C90 
cassettej_(^996) 

Astonishingly bad. This is a shame 
because Red Neon have put out some 
nice things in the past, so I really 
don't know what the excuse for this 
could possibly be. Most of the songs 
feature a keyboard which I'd swear is 
being played by a cat. Wearing boxing 
gloves. The drum machine rarely 
wavers from the Bontempi setting, 
over which our hero, presumably he 
whom men call The Moth, sings his 
special art lyrics in positively 


stentorian tones. I get the impression 
that Mr Moth is of the belief that 
everything he does - music, drawings, 
diaries, shopping lists - is art which 
will one day be discovered and 
revered by future historians. One gets 
an almost tangible sense of the 
thought processes in action here: 
'Crap it may be, but these are the 
SEMINAL EARLY WORKS.' Pummel 
Box is recorded on a high quality 
chrome cassette, and the erase tabs 
are kindly left intact, both of which 
are worth a few house points in my 
book, but not enough to excuse this 
shoddily-produced tripe. Imagine the 
local amateur dramatics society doing 
free expression mime, to the local 
recorder group's medley of songs 
made famous by The Fall and Captain 
Beefheart. Yes, it's an amusing image. 


providing you're not expected to 
actually sit through the bloody thing. 

Does anyone remember Mighty Moth 
in the old seventies TV Comic ? For 
the benefit of culturally impoverished 
readers, the Mighty Moth saga 
reiterated the popular theme of the 
conflict between the Apollonian and 
the Dionysian, embodied in the lead 
character and his long-suffering 
nemesis: Dad. Every week. Mighty 
Moth would eat Dad's entire 
wardrobe. Dad, driven to the brink of 
madness, would attempt 
lepidoptricide of the thoughtless and 
inconsiderate creature. Sadly, all his 
efforts ended in disaster, much to 
the amusement of the little insect 
cunt. I often wonder why Dad 
never tried mothballs. Which is 
what this cassette is a load of. 

Red Neon c/o Patrick Parent, 76 
Rue Wayenburg, 1 040 Bruxelles, 
Belgium 

Nocturnal Emissions, 
Reliquary 

Earthly Delights, C90 cassette 
(1994) 

When a group more commonly 
associated with release on vinyl or 
CD puts out a cassette, there is 
often a sound basis for caution. The 
cassette, in such cases, often serves 
as a dumping ground for material 
that is too esoteric, or just plain 
crap, for inclusion on 'proper 
releases'. Happily, this is not the 
case with Nocturnal Emissions, who 
seem physically incapable of 
producing substandard dross. What 
is found here clearly benefits from 
the same high standards of 
production, composition, and even 
packaging, as has been applied to their 
extensive back catalogue, with the 
exception (which may hopefully dispel 
any accusations of sycophancy) of the 
unlistenable second side of I984's 
Shake Those Chains, Rattle Those 
Cages album - redeemed, I hasten to 
add, by a blinding first side. 

The music? Ooh. Tricky. 

Reliquary is entirely instrumental, and 
seems to be composed mainly with 
samples of acoustic instruments. The 
sound is dense without being 
oppressive: meditative without 
sounding like some appalling new age 
musical laxative. The overall effect is a 
little like Muslimgauze providing the 
soundtrack to a Charlton Heston 
biblical epic, on mediaeval instruments 



and 
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- I'm certain I heard a krumhorn in 
there - only, it doesn't actually 
sound like that at all. Curse my 
limited descriptive powers! 

In truth I suspect it to be 
Nocturnal Emissions' musical 
prowess, rather than any literary 
handicap on my part, which makes 
this difficult to review. It is 
therefore a shame that the 
mainstream music press continues 
to ascribe bold innovation and 
dangerous avant-garde foresight to 
a bunch of groups who have 
earned such kudos by daringly 
shoving some old John Barry 
soundtracks through a few effects 
pedals, while Nocturnal Emissions 
remain relatively obscure. This, 
however, is the genuine article and 
you should accept no substitutes. 

Earthly Delights, PO Box 2, 

Lostwithel, Cornwall, PL22 OPY 

Aural Guerrilla, Magical 
Moments 
C60 > cassetteJ1997) 

Jim MacDougall, the mastermind 
behind this operation, is mad. I don't 
mean he's like, this real wacky dude, 
who'd catch you with a hand buzzer 
or pinch a traffic cone as soon as look 
at you. Rather, he has spent a 
proportion of his life (the part which 
most musicians spend at art college 
or studying sociology) in the dubious 
care of psychiatric institutions, subject 
to even more dubious chemical 
cocktails. Yer average patronising arse 
might then expect this tape to be 'a 
traumatic plummet into the depths of 
the human psyche' or similar, 
oblivious that such an assumption is 
not greatly different to 'All black 
people enjoy reggae' or 'Japanese 
music is plinky-plonky and 
inscrutable'. True, there is some 
fairly severe stuff on this tape, but it 
doesn't dominate by any means. In 
fact given that the musical line-up - 
guitar, bass, drum machine, 
synthesiser, and vocals - is 
consistent throughout the tape, it's 
surprisingly varied. 

Joy Division, Throbbing Gristle, The 
Fall, and especially Chrome, all spring 
to mind as passing influences, 
without this being overwhelming. 

The tape does have its faults. For 
one, a few of the numbers sound a 
bit incomplete, and I wonder about 
the sense in including 'songs' with 
lyrics about not being able to think 
of any words. And oh look, Steve's 



having a crafty fag in the corner of the 
studio. Also, there's a picture of 
someone’s 'Hampton' on the cover, 
which (hopefully you'll all agree) is 
uncalled for. Still, 1 doubt Aural 
Guerrilla are particularly bothered 
about being nominated for this year's 
Mercury music awards, so... whatever. 

On the positive side, the overall 
quality of playing and production is 
excellent, and there are examples of a 
particularly valuable commodity here, 
namely the 'corker'. Several tracks - 
'Loony', 'Revenge', 'Don't Tell Me You 


THE MOTH 



Care' and 'Medicine' - certainly fall 
into this category. The majority of 
the other tracks also 'cork', albeit 
to a lesser extent. Jim's stream of 
consciousness vocal style is highly 
listenable, and hints that the best 
may be still to come, particularly 
with the few tantalising glimpses of 
his talent for crooning, which is 
sadly underused here. Not the 
greatest tape ever produced, but as 
the Perry Como inspired title 
suggests, it does indeed have its 
share of magical moments. 

Aural Guerrilla, Flat 5, 2 Earlham 
Grove, Forest Gate, London E7 
9HL, UK 

Skipload of Tapes 
Competition! 

Your super soaraway Sound 
Projector will send, absolutely free 
of charge, a bumper goodie 
jamboree grab bag of most of the 
cassettes from this issue's Skipload, 
to the first lucky reader who can 
answer these three simple 
questions: 

I : Which edible root vegetable was 
the subject of an unnamed third 
party's culinary boycott in the title of 
a track from Faust's smash debut 
album? 

2: Which seminal post-punk group, 
whose sound was likened by one 
media wag to 'some tossers 
rummaging around in a broom 
cupboard', recorded a song about 
Can's Damo Suzuki? 

3: Huitzilopochtli was an important 
deity to the Mexica, of the city of 
Tenochtitlan in Post-Classic era 
Central Mexico. Can you name his 
mum? 

Answers should be sent to the 
editorial address and CLEARL Y 
marked Skipload of Tapes 
Competition. The winner will be the 
first correct entry we receive, 
whenever that may be. No 
correspondence will be entered into. 
Anyone who has a problem with the 
above reviews, and doubts that I'd be 
quite so handy with my fists as my 
word processor, is more than 
welcome to come and have a go if 
they think they're hard enough. / will 
be in the car park of The Goose and 
Granite hostelry, Lordship Lane, 
London SE22, at 8.00 pm sharp on the 
1st March / 998. Potential combatants 
are advised to book their hospital bed 
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1 should ask 
the man 
whether or 
not he was a 
Tree-frog.' 

New Cologne 
post-Techno 
dribbles and drabbles 


Schlammpeitziger, 
Freundlichbaracudamelodieliedgut 
Cologne, A-Musik A2 

Nobody in their right mind could resist these engaging 
synth melodies and friendly beats, quite the converse of 
some harsh, repellent techno. It may not be particularly 
novel or challenging, and it does resemble early Kraftwerk, 
but neither are hangable offences. The end of side A has 
pastoral sound effects very like Kraftwerk's 
'Morgenspaziergang' from 1974. The young creator 
responsible for these noises is: Jo! Besides running the 
A-Musik mail-order shop in Cologne, Jo is very keen on 
fish. That's probably him on the cover, looking extremely 
ungainly as he stands on the beach holding an enormous 
barracuda in his arms. This charming picture alone is 
worth your money, it's a holiday snap: a man not trying to 
sell you some phoney, contrived, mysterious image is a 
man you can trust, an assurance further confirmed by the 
small-press 'art school' way these limited edition LP 
sleeves have been assembled (one of six different photo 
prints glued onto art paper, xeroxed text). I also like his 
dry sense of humour in the lyric This beat is dynamic...this 
beat makes you think, because baby ...your love stinks', 
delivered flat and emotionless in what I take to be an apt 
parody of dance floor vacuity. The long LP title I think 
unpacks into something about friendly fish, melodies and 
good songs. As was recently pointed out to me, UK 
newsagents are now filled with more Fishing magazines 
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than anything else. Carp has become the pitbull terrier of 
fish, a popular 'sporting' catch among UK working class 
men (salmon and trout are for your upper class nobs). 
More and more flyposter adverts for dance records use 
fish. There's a picture of Beck wearing a fishing hat in the 
October 97 ish of Mojo. What do these people know? 
Quite clearly, fish have the answer to the future. Invest in 
a tankful of tropical finny friends, and play this LP as they 
swim aimlessly about. 


Schlammpeitziger, 
Freundlichbaracud 
me mix 

Cologne, A-Musik A6 

A 1 0" LP with four remixes 
of tracks from the above 
album, by the well-known 
Mouse on Mars, Jo's buddy 
Felix aka FX Randomiz, 
Marcus Schmickler and 
Sweet Reinhard. Both 
Mouse on Mars and 
Randomiz do little more 
than add rhythm tracks of 
queasy bleepy-bloopy beats 
and wobble the synthie 
melodies cutely, while 
Schmickler's version of 
'Eine Wolke im Wald' is a 
moment of sheer 
translucent radiance, as 
relaxing as a hot bath. 
Reinhard is into somewhat 
fancier effects, with his 
backwards tapes, loops and 
dubbish mixing. Only 
Schmickler can be said to 
actually make the music 
progress at all - the others 
pretty much just get into a 
groove and stay there, but 
this is still a hot little item 
and a real winner. The 
picture of Jo with his 
barracuda has now been 
invaded by single-molecule 
nasties resembling 
protozoa. 


Schmickler works in his 'Kasper-Hausar Studios' in 
Cologne; these Cologne musicians, enjoying something of a 
hermetically sealed artistic life, are reaping the spiritual 
inheritance of the character Kaspar Hauser, whose 
troubling Enigma was explored in one of Werner Herzog's 
best films from the so-called New German Cinema scene 
of the 1 970s, and one of the few not to have music by 
Popul Vuh. 'Can't you hear the terrible screaming all 
around us, the screaming that men call silence?' is the 
opening text of this movie, and that's surely an axiom that 
these musicians live by. Kaspar Hauser's story is based on 
an old idiot-savant legend, the man is kept in a cellar until 
he reaches adulthood and then let loose in the world. He 
proceeds to confound the rational Enlightenment-age men 



around him with his logic-defeating observations. A 
child-like enfant sauvage who stands on the verge of 
communicating a new understanding of the world. But the 
rational men win, and detirmined to understand what 
makes him tick, they trepan his corpse at the end and by 
examining his brain, mistakenly think they can figure out 
what makes him tick. This film is also known by the 
German title which translates as 'Every Man for Himself 
and God Against AH'. Much as I love this film, the message 
behind it is a decidedly Romantic hymn to the human spirit 
which verges on being naive and sentimental. How far do 

our Cologne friends 
align themselves with 
such disingenuousness? 


L@N, L@N 
Cologne, A-Musik 
A4 (LP), or A5 (CD) 

A stripped down 
minimalist affair, 
episodes in digital noise 
over beats which are 
sometimes simply 
woodblock click tracks, 
a bass throb and an 
extremely clipped high 
hat sound, ingeniously 
assembled to resist 
syncopation - the 
second you spot a 
pattern, it vanishes. 
Occasionally, timid and 
thin-sounding electronic 
blips or 

barely-manipulated 
synthblasts disrupt the 
monotony; now and 
again a pitch or note is 
arrived at, mostly hinted 
at by negative shapes. 
The listener is strapped 
into a mechanical 
hammock with leather 
bonds, while little 
Munchkin men swing 
you back and forth. This 
art-techno is just the 
sort of thing to numb 
your brain to sleep if 

conventional painkillers aren't doing the job, and although I 
enjoy it mightily some listeners may want something with a 
bit more substance, more out of control. Admittedly there 
is something slightly sterile here, prompting a familiar 
contemporary scenario about young men alone in their 
bedrooms with their machines. This is perhaps the 
downside to romanticising the isolation-myth of Kasper 
Hauser; maybe these guys should go back in the cellar for 
another ten years. L@R are a duo from Dusseldorf, 

Rupert Ruwa Huber and Otto Muller, and this is their 
debut. 

A-Musik: Brusseler Platz I0A, 

50674 Cologne 
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EYE SCREAM FESTIVAL cd. chadbournc, shaking rays, davey and 
hulonnn, charlic parkcr, gold sparkle, william carlos williams, all on one 
night in July, 1997, all captured here on dlgitalia interface 


Is, 2s, 3s cd. live atlanta Improv scries from 1995, great cross section of 
early talent in mixed duo, trio, and solo formats 


YXIMALLOO 
San Augustin 
■ 2 Geniuses 
FLAP 
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d Sparkle Band 

■ SAN AGUSTIN seven-inch, had the nig hang been a dry hump this 
Howard Pinster H debut would sum up the history of the universe 
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-?* CHARLIE PARKER one-sided 12”. devastating debut from the hulk- 
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exquisite cassettes from: 
william Carlos Williams 

I Two Dollar Guitar 

1 

' Ciold Sparkle Band 
Howard Pinster 
Betsy Goodrich 


p.o. BOX 110 

FARNB0R0UGH 
Hampshire ^ YT 
england. 


Purveyors of fine international noises. 

A Handful of Dust - Spiritual Libertines. CD £10.00. 

Azalia Snail - Escape Maker. LP £6.00. 

Brother JT & Vibrolux - Doomsday Rock. CD £10.00. 

The Charalambides - Historic 6th Ward. CD £9.00. 
Crawling With Tarts - Telephoning a Star. CD £9.00. 

John Davis - Blue Mountains. CD £8.50. 

Dead C. - Repent. CD £1 1 . The Whitehouse. CD £9.00. 
Dodes' Ka-den - Underwhere Everywear. CD £8.50. 
Doramaar- Terra Incognita. LP £7.50. Copula. CD £9. 

Flies Inside the Sun - s/t. CD £10.50. 

Flying Saucer Attack - Live. CD £10.50. 

Alastair Galbraith -Talisman. CD £10.00 

Hood - Silent '88., Structured Disasters. CDs£10.00ea. 

Peter Jefferies - A Chorus of Interludes. CD £1 0.00. 

Alan Licht - The Evan Dando of Noise 7 CD £10.50. 

Loren Mazzacane & Alan Licht - Two Nights. CD £7.50. 
Mountain Goats - Nothing For Juice. CD £1 0.00. 

Noggin - Space Needle. Trackshun. LP £10.00. 

The Pickle Factory - Our Pledge. LP £8.00 CD £8.50 
The Pin Group - Siltbreeze. CD £10.50. 

Renderers - The Surface of Jupiter. CD £1 0.00. 

The Shadow Ring - Wax Work Echoes. CD £10.50. 
Strapping Fieldhands - Gobs On the Midway - 
Singles 1991-1995. CD £10.50. 

In The Pineys. CD £5.50. 

Terminals - Live. CD £11.00. Medusa. 7" £3.50. 

Victor Dimisich Band - My Name is K. CD £1 1 .00. 

Postage UK: £1,00 1st item, 5 Op each extra. 

Europe: £2.00 1st item, £1 each extra. 

ROW: £3.00 1st item, £1 each extra. 

Cheques to P.Wild. 

Fisheye Distribution, PO Box 110, 
FARNBOROUGH, Hampshire GU14 6YT, UK 

Catalogue also available. 
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PRESENTS 


'AD ASTRA' 

THE BRAND NEW CD FROM MANCHESTER SPACE-ROCK BAND 

KREL 

TAKING SPACE ROCK INTO A NEW DIMENSION 

Having supported Ozrics, Enid and Hawkwind. and garnered very favourable reactions from the fans of 
Hawkwind particularly, KREL have been at the forefront of the European underground music scene ana 
specialist magazines for a few years. Crohinga Wall magazine called them one of Britain's best 
space-rock bands of the '90's'. 

Featunng Martin M on synthesizer?, guitars, bass, drums, vocals. FX and samples, with Radar Oave on 
lead guitars, the debut CD. including excellent instrumentals and stunning songs, is set to put KREL at the 
forefront of British electronic/electric/space-rock music. Get ready for an aural tnp that wiH be the nde of 
your life. 



KREL-AD ASTRA IS NOW distributed through Cargo in the UK. AND AVAILABLE From 
Compact Disc Services. Dundee<0 1382-776595); Mike Uoyd Music Shops in Hanley/Stafford/ 
Wolverhampton/ Newcastle-U-Lyme): Piccadilly Records. Manchester Ultima Thule. Leicester Ml, 
Manchester Freak Emponum (01753 890635) and all leading music outlets. 
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I KRAUTROCK- 
SAMPLER: An 
evening of movies at 
the National Film 
Theatre London 
1 August 1997, 
hosted by Julian 
I Cope 

I Julian Cope assisted in the 
curation of this excellent 
programme. True, his 
personal appearance was 
shabby, lazy and stultifyingly 
unprepared - you wonder if 
he knew where he was or 
what he was doing there; but 
these are rarely seen and 
extremely interesting 
cinematic/musical delights. 
Cope had the decency to 
bow before the assembled 
company and admit 'there's 
some heavy Krautrock dudes 
out there who were on the 
scene from the start...they're 
j saying Get off the stage 
I Julian'. (I am not a heavy 
Krautrock dude, and yet I 
I was still saying 'Get off the 
stage Julian'). What attracts 
him to this scene - is it music 
or is it fashion? His interest' 
seem to lay primarily in the 
hairstyles of the performers 
- at one stage he virtually 
suggested the Amon Dutil 
drummer was playing the 
drums with his hair. Still, 
when the inevitable applause 
erupted at the end of this 
'gig 1 , he gesticulated his arms 
at the blank screen as if to 
say 'applaud these Krautrock 
I guys...they're the stars.' 
Amon Duiil 2 were well 
represented, with a 
documented performance of 
'Phallus Dei' wherein a fixed 
camera caught bits of the 
psychedelic light show, and a 
very young and sexy Renate 
Knaup singing. Granted, not 
all the band was visible 
throughout, nor was the 
sound quality up to DMM 
standards, but this was a 
rare slice of 1 969 krautrock 
existing somewhere on the 
cusp of late psychedelia and 
I ready to launch forth into 
I greater glories of Wagnerian 
pomp. Rudiger Nuchern 
directed this bit of footage, 
and the great Wim Wenders 


was one of the photographers; perhaps he did the 
road-movie scenes near the end, car window POV shots of 
the countryside like a sudden breath of fresh air, bringing 
in pastoral elements that added no end to the uniquely 
Germanic flavour. Amon Dutil also played on a couple of 
selections from the German TV rock show Beat Club, 
transmitted in 1970 and featuring those restless screen 
wipes, colour experiments and found footage japes that 
would make any contemporary broadcast of Top of the 
Pops look pretty shabby. The videotape was obviously 
good quality too, still delivering a pretty sharp image after 
27 years. Reclusive Florian Fricke was virtually 
invisible in a mysterious and noirish video document, again 
from Beat Club 1971, as he worked his moog in a loving 
tribute to wife Bettina. 

Can in Concert, Directed by Peter 
Przygodda, 1972 

An invaluable piece of footage of Can playing at a free 
concert in Cologne, interspersed with film of them in the 
studio. So much wordage has been spewed about Can's 
music lately it's superfluous to add any more at this time, 
so instead let's concentrate on the images in this cinematic 
escapade. The expressions on the faces of the Can 
members tell you something about their musical telepathy; 
half of the time Irmin Schmidt wasn't even looking at his 
instrument or what he was doing, rather checking to see 
what the others would do next. In the studio, their 
countenances betrayed nothing but compassion and a 
willingness for that essential teamwork. But before I get 
too idealistic, it might have been equally revealing to see 
them having an argument. Damo Suzuki was so filmed as to 
yield up at least two unforgettable images: one where the 
lighting effects transformed him into a turquoise skinned 
alien, sitting placid as Buddah in amongst the raging noise 
of the soundtrack; another where his long black locks 
obscured the whole of his face. In his red outfit he 
resembled a magic marker. The flipside to these revealing 
visages is the image of a security guard in his uniform, who 
glanced at the camera for a micro-second: you had only to 
look at that pudgy double chin, those dripping jowls, to see 
the face of a man to whom the music of Can means 
absolutely nothing; a man who did not digit f His mind was 
probably fixated on his dumplings and beer supper waiting 
for him in his comfy petit-bourgeois home...The openness 
of Can's music was I feel reflected in the fact that this gig. 
they shared stage space with a troupe of acrobats, a 
juggling performer in ah evening suit, and a fire-eater. The 
circus atmosphere did not jar with the music, rather drew 
the audience and viewer into a dimension where anything 
seems possible. Still, I imagine these futile ruminations are 
beyond the dimwitted Cope-following audience...rowdy as 
schoolkids on the bus, and apparently only interested in 
Damo Suzuki's trouser bulge. 

Kraftwerk (minus Ralf Hutter) 

The showstopper was this astounding teaming of Klaus 
Dinger and Michael Rother with Florian Schneider. An 1 1 
minute performance that kept stopping dead every time a 
crescendo was reached - yet kept on going without 
missing a beat. Masterful control was the order of the day 
here, so watching the musicians failing to even break into a 
sweat may not have been particularly exciting; the TV 
technicians accordingly superimposed a graphic, a 
soundwave that jumped about in time to the music's peaks 
and troughs. An historic item, as you were effectively 
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witnessing the birth of Neil! here. Ralf and Florian had 
made their first two 'Traffic Cone' LPs and, experimenting 
further, asked their friends Dinger and Rother to join the 
band. Their playing began to take Kraftwerk in quite a 
different direction, as this short document reveals; Ralf 
Hutter lost his nerve at the last minute and refused to play 
the Beat Club gig. Yet subliminal traffic cone images were 
everywhere, stickers on the equipment cases or perhaps 
the real things littered around the neon signs. If this 
combination of players had lasted a little longer, Kraftwerk 
might have taken a 
quite different 
turn, maybe 
developed that 
combination of 
austere 

electronics and 
computers with 
endless drum 
patterns and more 
'rockish' guitar 
playing - but then 
we wouldn't have 
had Neu! or La 
Dtisseldorf to 
enjoy over and 
over. 

Extremely 
interesting 
collection and we 
look forward to 
further aural-visual 
documents of the 
Cosmische Scene 
surfacing in the 
near future. 

Can, Sacrilege, 2 x CD 
SPOON_CD39/40j^ia^luteJ^ 

You know the story here - album tracks by Can 'remixed' 
by leading lights on the UK dance club and DJ scene, also 
avant-gardsters Brian Eno, Bruce Gilbert and Sonic Youth. 
Perhaps we should credit this to Various Artists, not to 
Can at all; and of course it isn't sacrilegious. Quite the 
contrary! Each contributor here venerates Can, worships 
at the altar of this legendary Krautrock band who in the 
current day and age seem to get the credit for inventing or 
foreshadowing virtually every modern manifestation of 
rock music (and dance music). Jaki Liebezeit's quote - 'The 
drum is the instrument, the star, the centre of it all. 
Everything at the moment is based on rhythm. The drum 
has been emancipated...' - is becoming ubiquitous. The 
Sacrilege artistes each have a story to tell in the booklet of 
how they bought their first Can record, or attended some 
legendary Can concert in the 1 970s, and their lives were 
changed forever. Kris Needs; 'I was blown away by the 
freeform mayhem...in 1973 I was lucky enough to see them 
live. They were awesome...' ; A Guy called Gerald: 'The 
breaks and rhythms that they were using in the late 60s 
and early 70s were way ahead of their time...' ; System 7; 'I 
musically came of age in the heyday of European 
Experimental music'...Amazing how prescient all these 
people were; there may be a slight touch of revisionism 
going on here... 


Here's my flash on the deal. If we are to learn (as listeners, 
or as musicians) from the magic of Can, then I suggest this 
isn't the best way to do it, cutting up their master tapes 
and remixing them with foreign sounds over various 
post-modern dance beat sequences. What Can did was 
primarily about performance, not making records; it was 
based on a tough discipline, an ethic of commitment to 
hard and long improvisation, listening to the other 
musicians, a heightened sensitivity to the potential 
compatibility of each fellow player. This level of dedication 

is a very scare 
commodity in the 
world, and 
something 
extremely hard 
to learn 
overnight. The 
actual sound of 
the records, 
however 
distinctive, is 
almost irrelevant 
when you 
consider the 
intensive 
processes that 
fed into a Can 
performance. Yet 
that sound is all 
these remixers 
are interested in. 

But Can loved 
making cut-ups 
too, I hear you all 
cry. Granted, 
Holger Czukay 
was an early 
pioneer of 

sampling and editing - bring forth exhibit A, the 
outstanding 1968 Canaxis which is probably a touchstone 
for many of the featured artistes here. And a given Can 
recording was more often than not edited together by 
Czukay from hours of studio performances, using 
ingenious and seamless technique. Yet it was only a part of 
the overall Can process; the raw material Czukay worked 
with was of the highest quality. Weirdly, if these remixing 
guys really had been sacrilegious, and worked some 
outrageous ideas into their music, then they might have 
come closer to the spirit of those wild German hippies 
than this item does. 

Sacrilege then can only work for me as a footnote to the 
glorious history of Can; but if you put the above 
reservations out of your mind, hide the cover under the 
bed and play this CD 'blind', chances are you're in for a 
pretty good time. It may be an overlong spin in places - 
remixers love to have lots of space and time in which to 
'develop their ideas' it would seem - but enjoyable enough. 
Sometimes the Techno machine has a habit of chewing up 
everything in its path and reducing it to a homogenous 
mulch, the same stereotyped ideas, rhythms and stale ideas 
you've probably heard a hundred times already. But then 
you've never heard it done to Can before, have you? 
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The Morass 

of Euro 
Uandness 

■a 

Digital Gothic: A critical discography of 
Tangerine Dream 
by Paul Stump 
SAP Publishing 1997, 160pp. 

ISBN 0 946719 18 7 

Rather like the career of Tangerine Dream, this book gets 
off to an interesting start and then begins to sag dreadfully. 
The early records have much to recommend them: 
Electronic Meditation, which in 1969 somehow managed to 
unite drummer Klaus Schulze and severe experimentalist 
Conrad Schnitzler on one record, is astounding, but quite 
unrepresentative of what would appear later. After Alpha 
Centauri I haven't even bothered to investigate. Paul 
Stump has combed the debris thoroughly enough; you 
want to like the later Tangerine Dream as much as he 
does, yet even he feels compelled to apologise for his 
tastes. As if to compensate, he demonstrates his hipness 
with frequent references to the modern UK Techno and 
Ambient scene, and attempts to draw lines that make 
Tangerine Dream one of its prime influences. 


This argument is decidedly ill thought out, and is but one 
of many blunders in this confused tome. Firstly a potted 
history of electronic music is attempted, starting with Luigi 
Rossolo and passing through all the usual suspects - 
attempting to site TD within this context. Secondly, a stab 
at configuring the music within a specific German literary 
tradition - hence some scholarly references to poetry and 
fantasy tales. Sadly, despite valiant efforts to drag himself 
back to the path, Stump is unable to follow either concept 
through completely. I find it hard to buy into any of these 
glib continuum arguments. After these essays, it's a straight 
chronological resume of their increasingly dull career; we 
watch them sinking into the morass of European musical 
blandness. 

The electronic equipment fetish is one thing everyone 
associates with this band. Anyone who tells a story of 
seeing them live in the 1970s comes back to the same 
images - players dwarfed by banks of unfamiliar looking 
technology, and blinking red lights everywhere. The fact is 
with monophonic synths you need a lot of them to make 
any sound at all. I feel almost sorry for Froese and his 
cohorts Peter Baumann and Christoph Franke, as they 
were locked into a treadmill of spending their profits on 
the latest developments in electronic hardware just to 
keep up, like updating to the latest version of Word for 
Windows. At least they were able to modify their 
Mellotrons (a keyboard instrument that plays pre-recorded 
tapes of flutes or strings), replacing the manufacturers' 
supplied tapes with an elaborate set drawn from their own 
recordings and soundbanks. Modern composer Paul 
Schutze seems to have experienced a near-sexual thrill 
seeing photographs of Tangerine Dream in the midst of 
their expensive technology. 

Stump's research reaches a plateau fast. Julian Cope's 
Krautrocksampier is drawn upon as a lazy crib, most often 
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Feat : D. Moebius (CLUST6R). M. Neumeier (GURU GURU). J. €ngler (Dl€ KRUf 
C. Karrer (RMON DUUl). Z. Diermaier (FRUST). J.H. Peron (FRUST) 
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to voice an opinion about a particular record; and The 
Time Out film guide is turned to whenever we broach the 
subject of a duff 1980s sci-fi or action movie which TD 
scored to bring in the rent (and pay the synthesizer bill). 
The first instance is understandable, though there's 
something worrying about finding an eccentric fan's 
burblings mutating into a standard reference work. The 
second case smacks of lazy journalism; a film review gives 
little insight into how a film came into being, or why TD 
were approached to do the soundtrack. 

The pictures are one of the weakest features here. The 
reproduction quality is poor and the process does the 
sleeve art no justice at all; this is one thing 
Krautrocksampler got right insisting on colour plates and 
strong layouts. Two photos by David Elliott stand out as 
useful contributions to the process of learning from 
images, as does the frontispiece photo taken at time of the 
signing to Virgin records and somehow conveying the 
sense of our heroes as the mad Teutonic hippy knights 
their early music promised. This however is virtually 
cancelled out by the next image in the book, showing 
Froese's son Jerome looking like a reject member of Toto 
Coelo with his Billy Idol on a bad hair day appearance; and 
the Bodacious Babe Linda Spa, saxophonist in more recent 
TD incarnations, whose stage presence apparently fulfils 
the unreconstructed Heavy Metal wet-dreams of the male 
component of the 
audience. 

This book was apparently 
compiled in some haste 
under pressure from the 
publishers, and intended 
as not much more than a 
discography with added 
commentary. This 
discography appears at 
the back and is another 
weak point: probably hard 
to fault its completeness 
or accuracy, but there 
are no catalogue 
numbers! 


Space Explosion 
Japan, Captain Trip 
CTCD-067 (1997) 

Is the world ready for 
this, I wonder; a virtual 
Krautrock Survivors 
SuperGroup? First off, 
here's the roster of the 
guilty Cosmic Explorers 
in full: Jean-Herve Peron 
and Zappi Diermaier from Faust; Dieter Moebius of 
Cluster fame; Mani Neumeier, from Guru Guru; Chris 
Karrer of Amon Duul; Jurgen Engler from Die Krupps. 
Engler's the joker in the pack, more of a Industrial Metallist 
than a bona-fide Cosmische traveller. Recorded live in a 
studio in Cologne, it was mixed and produced by Moebius 
and Neumeier with help from recording engineer Chris 
Lietz. It would be nice to know who organised this, and 
why. Each player here has his own identity, and further 
developed it through years of activity since the 1970s. 

Each has in their own way explored unknown regions of 


weirdness through unaccountably strange records and 
musical events. Maybe Space Explosion was concoted in 
the hope that if you combine enough 'weirdies' in one 
chemical cocktail, a supernova - a Space Explosion - will be 
the electrifying result. 

Well, not really I fear. They have never played as a group 
before, and so (presumably for everyone's convenience 
and comfort) often resort to bog-standard plodding 4/4 
rhythms as structures. As any artist will tell you, if a 
drawing starts off with too many wrong marks, then no 
amount of later modification will ever make it right. These 
lumbering beats used by Space Explosion are like the 
foundations for the house, and unfortunately turn out to 
be rotten lumber and crumbly concrete. No matter how 
many layers of decoration are added afterwards - 
Jean-Herve's vocal ravings, Engler's 'Talkbox' 
interpolations, Karrer's violin solos, tons of dubby echo, or 
a cosmic synthesiser wash - they amount to empty 
baroque ornamentation on a basically unsound structure. 

In fact the rhythm track is relied on to underpin the work; 
whenever the drums drop out the remaining players 
stumble into a hesitant, turgid stretch of long tones, 
drones and groans. On the other hand, 'Krakatau' starts 
off with some freshing free jazz-ish percussion and 
continues with exciting dynamics in the same vein. 

Still on the positive side, 
this CD has a big, deep 
and rich sound - 
crammed with as much 
digital steeliness as 
today's production 
techniques can muster. 
As loud and penetrating 
as Techno Animal - 
although naturally the 
drum sound isn't as 
trebly. There is usually 
just enough playing 
going on to keep your 
attention, and many of 
the musicians perform 
valiantly - Chris 
Karrer's violin parts cut 
through the cosmic 
bullshit, Jean Herve's 
bass works overtime, as 
does his subliminal 
acoustic guitar. There 
are some truly 
abominable synth noises 
for which it appears we 
could blame either 
Moebius or Engler. 

Space Explosion is a bit 
like a silly Quentin Tarantino film bolstered up by great 
team acting from big name stars. Arguably a reunion like 
this is far better than say a 1970s UK Progressive 
supergroup like Asia or UK, or any monstrous 
combination of creeps from groups like Yes, Genesis or 
Pink Floyd. But perhaps as UK listeners we became too 
familiar with our homegrown stars and dismissed them, 
like sports fans dismiss dapped-out football players. The 
German stars are one step removed, less familiar to us; 
but maybe in their German homeland this Space Explosion 
CD is being greeted with total neglect by jaded fans. 
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la Dusseldorf 

La Dusseldorf , [same] 

Japan, Captain Trip CTCD 064 (1 997) 

Viva 

Japan, Captain Trip CTCD 065 (1997) 

Individuellos 

Capan, Captain Trip CTCD 066 (1997) 

La Dusseldorf music is fun, cheap and easy - real supermarket shopping for your mind, everything you need is there in 
one user-friendly wire trolley spin! In the late 20th century the demands of the marketplace always win. The UK's 
community of young Kosmische clubbers, all equally dued-in on great Krautrock classics, have insisted on the reissue of 
the first Neu! album with its spraycan dayglo red slogan cover, on a heavy slab of vinyl at a price that modern shoppers 
love to pay. You can't beat the great Neu! but it sometimes seems I play La Dusseldorf more - these are 'useful' records. 
Some people seem to neglect this period in favour of earlier or more obviously weird and cosmic krautrock, but to 
ignore La Dusseldorf would be a grave error. Here we have a genius simplicity, a somehow sophisticated dumbness, a 
basic conceit spun out to an infinite length, like a sugar strand one hundred miles long and one molecule thick. 

You should know all about this scene as guitarist Klaus Dinger's 'supergroup' project, following on from the great Neu! 
records he made with Michael Rother. Klaus plays guitars, keyboards and 'synthies' (turns out that one 'Nikolaus Van 
Rhein' credited with keyboards is in fact an alias for Klaus), joined by brother Thomas Dinger and Hans Lampe on 
percussion, both of whom had played on the third Neu! LP. Lampe was an assistant of Conrad Plank the legendary 
producer, and Plank was in the control room for the first LP La Dusseldorf recorded in I97S. It was reissued on Radar in 
the UK in the later 1970s, and became something of a favourite with your post-punk and new wave hipsters; not hard to 
see why, La D. managed an art-school mutant disco sound without being at all pretentious or resorting to day-glo sound 
production; they were more successful in every way than say X-Ray Spex, Talking Heads or Magazine. 

On the first LP, 'Dusseldorf is a hymn to the city, an endless chant singing the praises of the new Jerusalem, the Heimat 
of Klaus Dinger who found so much beauty in the rugged post-war industrial estates that the warehouse door he poses 
the group in front of becomes nothing short of a cathedral. A continuation of Kraftwerk's themes applied to a slightly 
more mundane environment. The beautiful 'Silver Cloud' fs here, a hit single in their home country. There's a football 
connection here too. I hate the sport football but I liked the Wim Wenders movie Goalkeeper's Fear of the Penalty. 
Really that film was a psychoanalytical thriller and not a football movie at all. Similarly, Klaus Dinger plays football as 
though it's a scientific experiment and plays rock music as though it's nuclear physics. The sound of these records is so 
perfectly seamless and continuous, yet not simply the sound of machines playing on autopilot. Primary colours applied to 
a huge canvas using Dulux rollers, leaving no trace of brushmarks. Endless string ensemble synths over a basic drum 
pattern, two perfect chords which never change. A winning formula. 

1 978's Viva has the ludicrous self-deprecating 'White Overalls' song, alluding to the band's chosen 'futuristic' fashion 
statement at that time...'new style hit the city ...sons of the city, sons of the future, we are like roses.' Would that Bowie, 
the original Thin White Duke, could have seen the funny side-undercutting any seriousness, there's a photograph of 
their white overalls drying in the airing cupboard! The side-long 'Cha Cha 2000' is a superbly overblown epic, triumphant 
synth trills rising and falling in crescendo after crescendo, anthemic punk chants vying with Andreas Schell's piano riffs. 
The scope of this LP's vision almost anticipates Spandau Ballet and all the other clueless New Romantics, the only 
difference being Klaus Dinger had style, humour and got it right; the UK blanket-clad ninnies were oafish clothes-horses, 
produced lots of shit records, and got everything wrong. A fantastic back cover artiste-with-animal photo that takes the 
weirdness of Pet Sounds one stage further. 

Individuellos is from 1 98 1 and does little to change the winning formula, although there are fleeting and intriguing 
experiments with foreign materials, backwards tapes, and impenetrably alienating lyrics. Not that Klaus ever lost his 
warped sense of humour at any time. This CD reissue includes both sides of a maxi-single 'Ich Liebe Dich' c/w 
'Koksnodel', the A-side quite naturally being the very opposite of a heartfelt love-song, Klaus moaning the words to his 
loved one like a speech-impaired ogre on his deathbed. 

The artwork for all three items has been successfully rescanned and refitted into glossy foldouts for the cramped CD 
format by Klaus in collaboration with Captain Trip himself, Ken Matsutani. Individuellos displays some trademark Dinger 
'messy' layouts, blurry polaroids, washed-out video grabs that reduce the subjects to hollow-eyed zombies, surrounded 
with writing in a scribbly thick-point marker pen. I like this clunky style as it seems to cast Klaus Dinger as an insane 
factory foreman writing on his clipboard. Touchingly, one of the back cover portraits was his grandmother Anna 
Miszewski, who has since passed to a better place... 

NB These issues are better than any phoney copies you may have seen on the notorious 'Germanophone' label; 
Captain Trip has the real thing, produced in collaboration with Klaus Dinger personally. Write to Ken Matsutani at 
Captain Trip Records, 3-17-14 Minami-Koiwa, Edogawa-Ku, Tokyo, Japan and he'll send you a dinky mail order 
catalogue marked 'For Personal'. 


48 



The Sound Projector Third Issue 


A round-up of some CD 
reissues of 70s 'Krautrock 
classics' 

These have been accumulating at 
random - / just pick up whatever 
intriguing Krautrock / can and when it 
comes to crunch very little of it 
disappoints. With growing Krautrock 
CD sections spreading across record 
shops through the land, there's never 
been a better time to investigate... 

Agitation Free, last 

FninceJSpala^^ 

One of the better-kept secrets of 
German rock, this excellent band 
managed a distinctive blend of 
astro-improvs with tinges of 
experimental electronica, and I have 
the feeling they didn't turn in a single 
duff LP. A team of fine players to a 
man. This spacey gem consists of live 
recordings from 1 973 and 1 974, three 
tracks developing into side-long 
drawn out jams featuring superlative 
guitar work (Michael 
Hoenig, Jorg Schwenke and 
Lutz Ulbrich) cut with 
unsettling strange noises. 

'Soundpool' and ’Laila II' 
evolve into beautifully 
sweet melodies, while 
'Looping IV' is far darker 
and desolate; for this the 
band's ranks are swelled by 
guests Gustav Lutjens on 
modified voice and Erhard 
Grosskopf playing loops. 

Nowhere near as 
self-consciously 'cosmic' as 
some of their German 
brothers .(Ash Ra Tempel, 
or the Cosmic Jokers), 

Agitation Free managed to 
shackle at least one ankle 
to the earth while their 
heads roamed free in the 
star-filled clouds. Needless 
to say this makes most UK 
Prog from the same period 
look pretty damn sick. 

Muchly recommended. 

Broselmaschine, 

[same] 

France, Spalax 14882 (1994) 

A light folky item from 1971 ; if the 
cloying melodies aren't to your taste, 
you may just want to skip to 
'Schmetterling' for nine and a half 
minutes of fine star drones and 
acoustic guitar circular riffs, while 
being baffled by the young German 


lady's sprecht-gesange commentary. 
This cut has many other period 
features, among them congas, flute 
and mellotron; the band try hard for 
that Incredible String Band feel but 
they're just a tad too square to cut it. 
More worryingly, the clever 
diminished chords of 'Nossa Bova' 
threaten to become a Steve Hackett 
moment of preciousness. Elsewhere 
they try their hand at more traditional 
songs, for example 'Lassie' turns out 
to be a version of that favourite of 
the early 1960s UK folk club circuit, 'I 
Loved a Lass', and sung in English so 
carefully that they unfortunately 
forget to add the emotion for this sad 
song of lost love. Like Emtidi's Saat 
(see last ish), this is one from the Pilz 
label produced by Rolf-Ulrich Kaiser 
and recorded by Dieter Dierks. The 
whimsical watercolour sleeve art is 
also very much of the time, an idyllic 
'musical instrument landscape' 
populated with big butterflies. 


Annexus Quam, Osmose 

France, Spalax 14881 (1995) 

Another fine record, this 7-piece band 
have their origins in a combo called 
Ambition of Music formed in 1 967, 
who opted to play their own 
compositions instead of the beat 
music still then popular in 
Kamp-Lintfort. However, to expand 


their musical horizons in 1 968 they 
linked up with a local Evangelical 
trombone band - thus trumpets and 
trombones became part of the 
music's equation, along with a 
simultaneous jazz influence from 
elsewhere. Interestingly, at the time 
this led to some local 'modern' 
church concerts...embryonic free jazz 
in the pews! 

The players soon tired of this and 
went back to the ‘elemental areas of 
music, such as dynamics, rhythm and 
intensity'. Along with this 
improvisatory approach they drew in 
film, colour effects and weird lyrics. In 
effect they were discovering The 
Psychedelic Happening, but in a 
uniquely Germanic way. Performances 
in the Kamp-Lintfort Underground 
Centre became archetypal anarchic 
events - the collective improvisation 
band encouraging the young audience 
to express themselves and join in the 
music. By 1 970 Annexus Quam had 
given concerts in Japan and played for 
a couple days at the 
World's Fair in Osaka. 

Like Xhol Caravan or 
Embryo, Annexus Quam 
skirt around the edges of 
jazz rock with their wind 
instruments, electric 
organ and conventional 
rock set-up, although 
their stodgy 
arrangements don't 
always take flight. While 
the tunes are mostly 
arranged, the band 
smuggle in the odd 
snatch of totally free 
playing now and again, 
only to lose their nerve 
and sneak back to their 
tasteful guitar chords or 
12/8 time signatures. The 
last track begins and 
ends as free playing, but 
it's regrettably short. It 
would be interesting to 
compare their 
development with the 
all-out free players in 
Germany from this 
period, or indeed UK contemporaries 
Spontaneous Music Ensemble. The 
important thing is that Annexus 
Quam overlapped with the flourishing 
German Rock scene, perhaps in the 
hopes that they could bring the spirit 
of their underground experimentation 
into a more commercial field, and 
spread their idealistic message to a 
wider audience. Their name reflected 
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helped in no small measure by the 
great electric organ playing of Ocki. 
The sleeve art leads you to expect 
something quite different, perhaps 
some form of dark underground 
bad-trip space rock, whereas this 
particular Electrip has lots of sunshine 
and blue skies. A band with, I believe, 
a fascinating history which I'm not 
capable of telling you about. No dates 
on this particular issue, so not even 
sure if it's 1 00% legit... 

Various Artists, Unknown 
Deutschland: The 
Krautrock Archive 
Volume 3 

Virgin Records CDOVD 473 
(7143 8 41967 21) (1997) 

More obscure items from Tony 
Robinson's Pyramid label, which we 
discussed in brief last issue. This 
Virgin set is a rather shoddily 
produced series, and I wouldn't really 
recommend it but this particular 
volume contains The Nazgul with 
'The Dead Marshes', a 1 2 minute 


extract from their sole LP. I believe 
the LP in its entirety will be available 
on CD before long, but if you can't 
wait then by all means pick up a copy 
of this (it's budget priced) and make 
Mr Branson that little bit wealthier. 
The Nazgul is a rarity among rarities, 
as it genuinely stops you in your 
tracks, and lingers for some time 
afterwards...even the memory of 
hearing it disturbs you. One assumes 
the trio of hippies behind this were 
seriously into bad acid trips, but with 
or without the drug culture this is an 
extremely sinister piece of music. The 
remainder of this CD contains further 
extracts from the Galactic Explorers 
and Golem LPs, but also some real 
stinkers by Baal, Chronos and 
Temple. The sketchy sleeve notes are 
not a very satisfying read, and the 
cover art is hideous - presumably a 
triptych to be completed by buying all 
three products. I've seen Volume One 
in the 2nd-hand racks more times 
than I care to remember, and expect 
the same fate to befall the other two 
in this series. 


Amplified wind instruments played by 
the main men Hansi Fischer and Tim 
Belber spice up the Jazz-Rock fusion 
atmosphere here, but this fine musical 
extravagance soon takes off into a 
world of its own. Hansi you recall 
also played flute on the very 
wonderful Embryo's Rasche LP. 
'Electric Fun Fair' bodes the kind of 
wacky European Circus Jazz that the 
Willem Breuker Kollectief does so 
well to this day, a hybrid that 
borrows from Frank Zappa as much 
as Peter Brotzmann; Xhol Caravan 
have a psychedelic spin on the deal. 


Xhol Caravan, Electrip 
OSA/ACD 941066 


this interest in 
'combining together 
new and existing 
musical forms' and 
roughly translates as 
'Connection How'. 

Released in 1970, this 
was one of the 
earliest releases on 
the Ohr label and had 
an elaborate die-cut 
fold-out sleeve 
printed with some 
truly outlandish 
Escher-like images 
folding into each 
other. Note that this 
was a few years 
before the fad for 
gimmick sleeves took 
off in the UK (eg 
Family Bandstand, 

John Lennon Walls 
and Bridges). The 
multi -combination 
format (about as 
close as a record 
sleeve has come to 
the condition of an 
Oyvind Fahlstrom 
variable painting) was 
supposed to 
symbolise 'the 
possible associations 
that could arise from 
our music...since 
music does not allow 
itself to be tied down in its effect on 
individuals, each hears and feels it 
differently'. The CD package only 
hints at this origami nightmare, but 
even original collectors find it 
well-nigb‘impossible to snag a mint 
copy! 

Thanks to Margaret Lilias for 
translation of CD sleeve notes. 


51 






The Sound Projector Third Issue 


Hie Young 
Person's 
(Brief) Guide 
toHeldon 

By David Elliott 

It's been fun wallowing in Krautrock nostalgia this past 
year or so, but what about France? Was there a 
comparable 'Frog Rock' scene? Any equivalent Klaus 
Schulzes, Kraftwerks, Tangerine Dreams and Ash Ra 
Tempels? These particular acts were quite big in France 
and toured extensively there, but there were very few 
comparable French artists, in terms of style or status. 

A bit of context... In the late sixties German and French 
rock music was heavily influenced by all things 
Anglo-American. But the more interesting scene was the 
reaction against it Many young German musicians adopted 
an extreme response; turning away from the popular 
culture of the occupying forces, they delved into other 
cultures, science fiction, electronic instruments - and drugs 
of course. A lot of artists didn't bother with lyrics... 
Experimentation was all. The French response was an 
alternative rock scene which was generally more political, 
more lyrical (but definitely not in English) and more jazz 
oriented. Come the 70s there were many fine bands 
around, but apart from Gong and a few UK festival 
appearances by Magma, le rock Francais was largely 
unknown here. Which is a pity. One of the best groups, 
who seemed to be the perfect cross between what was 
going on in Germany and France at the time, was Heldon. 

Heldon was essentially Richard Pinhas and varied others. 
Born in 1951, Pinhas had studied and taught at the 
Sorbonne in Paris. Following two short-lived bands, Blues 
Convention and Schizo, he formed Heldon (named after a 
Norman Spinrad SF novel) in 1 974. The debut album. 
Guerilla Electronique (Disjuncta 1 974), set the scene: 
distorted sustained guitar over tense cyclical electronics. 
There was nothing jazz-like about this, nor cosmic. We'd 
probably lump it in with ambient now, but above all it was 
aggressive and urban. Fripp and Eno were undoubtedly big 
influences, and indeed Pinhas has gone out of his way to 
namecheck them in various sleevenotes. But it would be 
unfair to label Heldon as mere imitators; they were a great 
deal more than that. 

If the debut was searing, then AHez -Teia (Disjuncta 1974) 
was edgily reflected. Essentially just Pinhas and Georges 
Grunblatt, they displayed a more subtle use of 
electric/acoustic guitars and electronics, including 
extensive mellotron. Comparisons could be made with 
side one of Fripp and Eno's Evening Star (which it actually 
preceded). And if we continue the comparison then their 
third album, It's Always Rock 'n 'Roll (Disjuncta 1975), was 
Heldon's Index of Metals - a relentlessly direct and 


unforgiving double. Even the 'quiet' 18-minuter, 'Aurore', 
named after Pinhas's dog. exuded ferrous tension. 

A change of direction came with Agneta Nilsson (Urus 
1975), showcasing Pinhas's newly acquired Big Moog. But 
instead of expanding the sound a la Klaus Schulze (who 
also had the instrument) and reaching for the heavens, the 
Heldon sound became even more claustrophobic. This was 
a bass-heavy unsettling dirge of sound. The baby in 
intensive care on the front cover kind of says it all. Next 
up was Un Reve sans Consequence Specia/e (Cobra 1 976). 
Again, if you wanted a clue to its contents, the huge 
gushing furnace on the cover is pretty unambiguous. 

Drums and percussion had figured before, but here 
Francois Auger's batterie was simply outstanding. 
Combined with Pinhas on exhilarating, menacing form, Un 
Reve was an assault on the senses. 

Interface (Cobra 1977) saw Heldon go Sci-Fi, with 
eyecatching helmeted alien on the cover and 'Flying Saucer' 
musical triplet. There was a real 'band' feel about this 
album, with the settled line-up of Pinhas (guitars, 
electronics), Patrick Gauthier (moog), Francois Auger 
(drums, prcsn) and Didier Batard (bass). The 19-minute 
title track, in particular, showcased a tight, confident unit. 

A surprise, then, that Stand By (Egg 1979) turned out to 
be Heldon's swansong. Featuring three quite different 
tracks - side one's gradually evolving 'Bolero', a short jazzy 
interlude from Gauthier, and the storming title piece - 
Heldon seemed to be on the verge of major recognition. 
But for some reason Pinhas decided to drop the band 
moniker and turn 'solo', though he continued to call upon 
the services of his faithful cohorts. Certainly change was in 
the air: Egg Records had collapsed, there was UK interest 
in the from of Pulse Records and, what the heck, a new 
decade beckoned. 

Which is where I shall leave it until the next issue, when 
Richard Pinhas's solo career will be examined. Suffice it to 
say, Heldon are well worth checking out. They might not 
be as feted as their Krautrock counterparts but in their six 
year existence Pinhas and Co contributed some of the 
most stunning, searing instrumental music you're likely to 
hear. Europe's best kept secret? 

Heldon's back catalogue - except, / think, Agneta Nilsson - 
has been reissued on CD (some with extra tracks) on the 
French Spalax label: 

Guerilla Electronique 

Spalax 14239 

AUez-Teia 

Spalax 14235 

It's Always Rock 'n' Roll 

Spalax 14231/32 2CD 

Agneta Nilsson 

Un Reve sans Consequence Speciale 

Spalax 14234 

Interface 

Spalax 14230 

Stand By 

Spalax 14233 
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UK Improvisation 

Having been collecting and listening to this 
music since 1981 I know this extremely 
brief overview can only really hope to 
introduce a few non-initiates to the field. 
For a long time I collected in isolation, 
knowing nobody else who bothered with it; I virtually took the music for granted, until I sensed that this 
music was appreciated quite seriously by young listeners in America; Byron Coley gave nothing but favourable 
reviews to Derek Bailey CDs in his Forced Exposure magazine, and Eugene Chadbourne cited the Incus label 
as an early influence on his own Parachute label and the Greensborough improv scene. I began to realise UK 
improvisers should by rights be considered national treasures. Next thing you know, original vinyl issues of 
Incus records - at one time thrown into the second-hand racks with utter contempt - start fetching 
respectable prices at record fairs. Improvised music is the goods. It's virtually impossible to describe - most 
civilians find it a terrible racket, and even its champions and apologists admit there are problems (sometimes 
it's too serious). Yet when it works, it's a fascinating document of players enjoying freedom; it provides the 
most liberating experience for the listener, and I believe can even start affecting the way you think, and 
perceive the world. We shall focus largely on the UK this trip and sadly ignore for example the mainland 
Europe developments (Peter Brotzmann, Hans Reichel, Han Bennink and the FMP label). 


hum the 1910s and beyond die stars 


\ 
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I have the softest possible 
spot for Derek Bailey's 
Domestic and Public Pieces 
1975-77 (EMANEM 4001) 
as it was the very first piece 
of improvised music I heard. 
Parts of this CD were originally issued on vinyl as Quark 
9999; a copy from the Coventry record library kept me 
company for a few long Autumn nights in a lonely bedsit. 
The music seemed lonely too - one guitar, one musician. 
Certainly an intimate experience, but shot through with an 
inner desolation. I grew to love the second side of Public 
Pieces in particular, later appreciating that it was electric 
and amplified (the first side was all acoustic). It was so 
unfamiliar and strange that I got lost in it; seizing on the 
few recorded moments that it was possible to 'remember' 
and using them as map reference points in this alien 
domain. Many times I have sought to recapture that sense 
of lostness; few records have ever had such a profound 
effect. 

This record has humour as well as sadness. Bailey makes 
an elaborate joke about 'Playing The Blues', the full 
significance of which eluded me for a long time. Desperate 
to black up and play like a minstrel, he yawps 'Hurry up 
with the burnt cork!' over a super-fast solo which slides 
into a parody of twelve-bar. Then there's 'Unity', a straight 
reading of a news item about Unity Theatre being 
destroyed by fire, only the recitative is chopped up to fit in 
with the unpredictable cadences of his guitar playing. No 
stranger to introducing 'foreign effects' to this very day, 
Bailey rarely used his own voice again, apart from another 
joke also on this CD (originally on Caroline Guitar Solos 
2) - the guy who found the lost chord. 

I also regret the passing of this brief electric period. Bailey 
used the volume pedal on the electric guitar, enabling him 
total control over the volume of each note, as it emerged 
from the strings - he could even vary that note's volume 
while it was sounding. The utter eeriness of this noise is 
something most musicians would die for; you could be 
clinical and say it was something to do with making an 
instrument behave unconventionally, part of the modernist 
deconstruction of music. But who can fail to be overcome 
by the sheer emotion in those volume-pedalled wails? A 
cliche, but he really made his guitar gently weep. By 1 972 
he had started using a second amplifier and a second 
volume pedal. But Bailey found the practicalities of carrying 
so much heavy equipment to gigs was too much of a 
strain. More importantly, other people were beginning to 
copy him. With a severity of focus and discipline, he 
concentrated on wringing what sounds he could from his 
faithful Gibson acoustic guitar. Get this CD for the 
amazing sounds of volume controlled electric guitar, with 
19-string guitar, Waisvisz crackle box and other 
spontaneous events live at the ICA in 1975. For some 
1976 recordings using the same electric devices, try and 
find a rare LP - Bailey playing Duo with Tristan 
Honsinger, Incus 20 (1976). 

I made a tape of Domestic and Public Pieces and without 
really knowing why, obsessively copied out all the copy on 
the back cover. Remember when records came out with 
messages to the retailer 'FILE UNDER: POPULAR (Pop 
Groups)' printed on the back sleeve? Quark 9999 made a 
joke out of it... there was a long list of categories headed 
FILE UNDER.Jncluding POPULAR (EVENTUALLY), 


CHAMBER MUSIC (FOR ANY CHAMBER), EASY 
LISTENING (WITH AN OPEN MIND) and VERY GOOD. 

The stark typography was worrisome, as basic as a Richard 
Long catalogue. I had not seen an LP sleeve like 
this...something must have tipped off my subconscious that 
I might not see it again. 

Saxophonist Evan Parker made his presence felt in 
1 982 at a Company event at Warwick University. These 
events were organised by Derek Bailey, and settled into 
regular London venues; they would be a meeting point for 
improvising musicians everywhere to gather and play 
together in combinations. Many of the Incus records are 
documents of these performances. The Warwick gig might 
have been an altruistic attempt to wean students off 
Culture Club and open their minds to something else; 

Evan played a solo piece and terrified this listener. It was 
like a bloody fire alarm going off, the sound of his soprano 
sax gradually filled up the venue and made its repetitive 
assault on your eardrums. 

One aspect of Parker's dedication to exploring the music is 
his hermeticism: a devotion to solitary work in his 
development of breathing techniques, his study of Charlie 
Parker records, his daily practice sessions. But when the 
social-sharing side of music call comes, Parker is at the 
ready, pairing his saxes with just about any possible 
combination of instruments. On Three other stories 
1971-74 EMANEM 4002, Evan turns in some exceptional 
duo performances with Mr Meccano set himself, Paul 
Lytton; besides the saxophones, Parker plays a number 
of home-made items such as the Dopplerphone, a device 
made out of lengths of plastic hoses. Lytton is a lovably 
Heath Robinson-like artist who at this time, partly inspired 
by a Folkways LP Sounds of the Junkyard, played with a 
large and complex drum kit besides other unusual 
instruments, including air horns and a harmonium. He also 
built a frame with objects attached, wired up to a contact 
mike, which could be used to produce unnatural electronic 
sounds by plucking, striking or bowing movements. The 
electronic component is one that Evan would continue to 
explore; it's always an inspired move when he does, his 
lovely long tones vibrating with electric drones. Parker and 
Lytton made Collective Calls and At the Unity Theatre 
together, while Ra was recorded live at the Moers festival. 
Another electronics/sax pairing by Evan was with Walter 
Prati in 1 990 and the exquisite Hall of Mirrors (MM&T 
CD0 1 ) resulted. 

A great image I treasure of Evan was sitting about 1 5 feet 
away at a small and intimate venue (The Place Theatre 
London, 1 3 October 1991). Watching his body prepare 
itself for what would be a blistering 40-minute continuous 
soprano solo, the frame heaving as it took air into the 
lungs...you could see the music coursing through his veins, 
welling up inside of him, waiting for its release. This was all 
in a few magical seconds before the instrument was even 
put to the lips. Parker uses circular breathing, a systematic 
way of inhaling through the nose while playing, thus 
enabling a continuous blast of air through the mouth into 
the instrument. I tried explaining it once to a group of 
friends, one of whom knew of Jaki Liebziet and thought 
circular drumming was the same thing, which it isn't. 
Everyone else, however, just laughed...one should know 
better than to cast pearls before swine. 


Some Classic 
early 1970s 
recordings 
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Withdrawal (1966-7) 

EMANEM 4020 (1997) 

Karyobin 

Chronoscope CPE2001-2 (1993) 

Part of the pre-history of 70s UK improv is to be 
found in the ranks of the Spontaneous 
Music Ensemble (and the Music 
Improvisation Company, to a certain extent). 
Pick up the SME's amazing Withdrawal CD for 
another ear-opener, a great history lesson, and 
some brilliant photographs from the sessions. 
This was recorded in the mid 1960s for a movie 
directed by George Paul Solomos, about a heroin 
junky. A genuinely harrowing early free-screech 
classic, with some beautiful and unusual 
combinations of instruments in the palette, such 
as flugelhorn, oboe, vibraphone, and glockenspiel 
all blending in the mournful mix. Karyobin has for 
a long time been a holy grail of vinyl collectors, 
being issued on the collectable Island label - a 
deal which probably came about through Parker's 
friendship with Stevie Winwood. Both sessions 
were produced by one Eddie Kramer, big-name 
producer who worked with Jimi Hendrix; 
Karyobin in the prestigious Olympic Studios in 
London. 

Both records feature Bailey and Parker, plus John 
Stevens, Trevor Watts and others who would 
become associated with hard-core improvisation 
- but also players with one foot in the jazz scene, 
such as trumpeter Kenny Wheeler and bassist 
Dave Holland. This is one thing that makes these 
documents of great interest. How did 
improvisation develop in this country? I'm not 
here to say it developed in a continuum out of 
free jazz, but here on these transitional records 
is the sound of a strange halfway house, ideas 
and practices in embryo which would come to 
fruition in the 1970s. The missing link is an LP 
called Challenge on the Eyemark label, 
excessively rare on vinyl and not yet on CD. 


So what do you think? 


Some CDs mentioned above on the Emanem Label, as was 
the original Domestic and Public Pieces (only the label was 
called Quark); for an interview with label owner Martin 
Davidson, look ahead. My personal preference is for 
recording made in the / 970s, which seemed a great time 
for improv music...but it would be a mistake to ignore 
recent developments. Bailey and Parker are survivors, their 
art remains important. Their talent hasn't dissipated, nor 
do they try and trade on past glories. Quite the contrary... 

Derek Bailey, Guitar drums 'n' bass 

Japan, AVANT AVAN 060 (1996) 

This is a record of Bailey playing super-fast amplified guitar 
solos over a 'backing track' of genuine drum n bass sounds 
provided specially for the occasion by DJ Ninj, a Junglist 


from Birmingham...a simple and effective combination and a 
bloody excellent racket. Bailey finds rhythms that are 
barely perceivable, asserts his unique personality without a 
shred of arrogance, and in effect is defying the unyielding 
backing track to keep time with him. This record induces a 
painful hyper-awareness of the passing of every single 
second, simply because Bailey (the fourth dimensional 
traveller) is so intent on exploring the possibilities of each 
musical collision as it emerges and dies. 

To me its origins appeared to have sprung out of a severe 
loneliness, the awfulness of being an improvisor and 
needing to practice or play alone. For a long time Bailey 
made practice tapes (of himself or other pieces of music, I 
think) to play along with at home. Sometimes sections of 
these tapes would be arbitrarily wiped and drop out at 
unexpected moments, forcing the player to keep alert at 
all times. One night he started listening to Jungle pirate 
stations, responding as much to the relentless music as to 
the chattering of the DJs - sending out a message to their 
crew, advertising gigs or ordering a takeaway pizza on the 
air. 'The music's constant, but with interruptions', observes 
Bailey. From this I sense a reaching out to some succour 
from the airwaves and somehow finding it in the jungle 
stations. What appealed most to Bailey was not exclusively 
the music, but the liveliness and chaos of the station. A 
tape found its way into the hands of John Zorn, who 
prioritised it on the massive waiting list of Avant projects. 
An abortive attempt was made to record it in Birmingham 
with Mick Harris, who not only couldn't provide a chair 
for Bailey to sit down while playing, he seemed unable to 
mix a live instrument with the backing tape which Ninj had 
prepared. (See The Crackling Ether section for more 
Harris debacles). Finally it was recorded in Brooklyn by Bill 
Laswell. I am well aware this CD was given a warm 
reception in one area of the music press, as though it 
somehow 'brought together' two apparently incompatible 
types of music, and vindicated both. Rather, one should say 
it vindicated the 'good taste' of the journalists who are so 
proud of their catholic tastes in music. 

There is a kind of post-modern mayhem which been afoot 
in music since the mid 1980s, at least. The 'putting 
together' aspect is what Eugene Chadbourne practically 
based his career on, melding Country and Western, jazz 
and rockabilly with improvised music. Another 
manifestation of that sickness was Henry Kaiser, who 
offered to teach anyone to play 'in the Derek Bailey style' 
via a practice video. I have no idea what this means. Bailey 
is more than a style. It seems we simply pick things up like 
rags from the street, nothing is lived, learned or felt 
through the heart. 

There was a live set promoting Guitar Drums W Bass at 
The Garage in 1996. This was excellent and much better 
because it used a loud backing tape of Jungle music belted 
out through a portable ghetto-blaster, complete with 
dropouts and silent sections (as I say, deliberately kept in 
for the unpredictability element, so Bailey stays on his 
toes). It gave thus the impression of total spontaneity in a 
way the CD didn't quite manage. When this event was still 
in the planning stages, Stefan Jaworzyn observed 'I find this 
idea most appealing, and it strikes me as closer to Bailey's 
aesthetics than producing a CD with specially composed 
jungle'. Bailey has won his spurs ten times over for 
consummate musicianship, and this project - along with 
other collaborations with Japanese players Keiji Haino, The 
Ruins and Altered States - are probably chiefly to keep his 
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own interest going, rather than trying to 'prove' anything 
about improv, compatibility with other players, music, his 
own abilities or anything else. 

Evan Parker's disappointing set with George 
Lewis @ the ICA in Summer 1997 was nobody's fault, 
just that the self-generating computer programme kept 
going down. The idea was that a special random-generated 
series of instructions would feed themselves through 
modems into Lewis' electronic gear, playing pre-sets and 
sounds in such a way that it was almost thinking for itself. 
Parker was required to think on his feet to keep up with 
this digital racing demon, except when it crashed and 
sounded like about 20 stuck CDs all playing at once. In fact 
it sounded more interesting at this point than how it was 
'supposed' to behave! Richard Sanderson thought it was 
funny that a machine did the same thing an improvisor 
does when it runs out of ideas...it leans on the keyboards 
with its elbows. Parker, probably more than a little miffed 
after the second such crash, fell back on familiar phrases, 
and sounded like a shell of his former self. On the other 
hand From Saxophone and Trombone is a 1 980 Incus LP 
which pairs Lewis and Parker, and it's an unbeatable classic. 
The sax - electronics pairing continues... 

Evan Parker and Lawrence 
Casserley, Solar Wind 
TOUCH TO.35 (1997) 

Parker's soprano sax processed by Casserley's 
electronics on this CD, which is very sweet and 
easy on the ear...this may be a good thing if it 
entices an average chill-out thrill seeker to bend 
an ear, but what does it say about Evan Parker's 
direction? This is almost like improv for the 
Portishead listener, who likes music to be little 
more than sounds which are sampled, looped, 
processed and distressed into pure, art-free 
entertainment. A shame if so, because Parker has 
always struck me as being about complete 
commitment to the processes of playing and 
practising, exploring the relationship between 
artist and instrument, and not simply about 
effecting nice sounds in the ether. My preference 
with Parker's diverse work isn't hard to guess...l 
recently came across one of the rare Beak 
Doctor recordings (Evan Parker at the Finger 
Palace) which is intensely harsh, a warbling vibro 
intenso meisterwerk of inexorable looped notes. 

It is actually physically difficult to listen to, 
demonstrating that room-clearing power Parker 
was somewhat amused to find he had. Still, that's 
not to say every single Parker recording has to 
come armed in full attack mode - and if you're 
not as captious as this listener you're bound to 
be pleased by the aerial acrobatics on display 
here. There's even a tribute track to the great 
Canadian avant-garde film-maker Michael Snow - 
'The Central Region' named for one of his 
structuralist cinema masterworks. Interestingly, 

Michael Snow also made a film called New York 
Eye and Ear Control which has a Free Jazz 
soundtrack on the ESP label. 


Some new Blood In the water 


It would be a mistake to concentrate exclusively on 
'superstars' Bailey and Parker; the UK can boast dozens of 
great musicians who have improvised, joined at the 
Company weeks, added their unique two pennorth to the 
musical continuum and released many fine records on 
Incus, Ogun, SAJ, Leo, Ictus and other labels. Some other 
time then we hope to more than merely namecheck the 
following: more-than-legendary arranger, drummer, 
hard-working man and all-round saint John Stevens, Alex 
Ward, Tony Coe, the great drummer Tony Oxley (who 
can't get a reissue programme from CBS as they want the 
same money they charge for Mites Davis to do it), Max 
Eastley, Lol Coxhill, Misha Mengleberg, Phil Wachsmann, 
Barry Guy.. .some American greats also represented by this 
scene include George Lewis, Steve Lacy, Anthony Braxton 
and John Zorn. By all means investigate records where you 
see these names. 

In the meantime here's a few releases from the Scatter 
label in Glasgow, a truly independent label devoted to 
quality improv on CD: 

Dislocation, Carve another notch 

Scatter 01 CD JND1 

A splendid yawpsome howling from a mysterious Japanese 
set of improvisors. Yoshinori Yanagawa on saxophones, 
Toyohiro Okazaki playing electronics, Fujio Kimura on 
'electric strings' which sounds like an amplified mattress 
...on the first suite 'Between the windows of the Sea' parts 
I -2, they start off like a plastic replica of an autumnal 
Company Week, but soon pull things their way and turn in 
an ethnic sounding evocation of a beautiful royal-blue 
seascape as rendered by Hokusai. Wooden flutes join the 
shrieking banshee sax, while Kimura's string set emulates 
wind-chimes. Joined by sampler Syohei Iwasaki for 
this...‘Dislocation' the second suite is 58 minutes of sheer 
atmospheric delight. The human voice of the saxophone 
becomes a comfort in the alienating landscapes of 
electronic washes and droning strangeness. The intensity 
never lets up, guaranteeing delirium, epilepsy and nausea in 
even the most hardened listener. 

Sevan Frangenheim and Noble, Twisters 

Scatter 06 CD, 1 996 

'I can't believe it's all acoustic!'...Some outstanding blowing 
from Tony Bevan on the soprano and bass saxes...flick to 
track 6 'Cleaver' for a tour de force bass sax solo worthy 
of Frank Lowe, Bevan starting out slow with long droney 
tones that saw the top of your head off, then suddenly 
becoming possessed like a preacher in the pulpit speaking 
in tongues; you can hear his entire body becoming 
articulated with holy spirit as he squeezes out manic 
honks. Tune in to the 'Twisters' track for the sound of the 
Titanic being raised from the ocean floor, near-industrial 
overtones and harmonics shimmying out the bell of his 
sax, urged on by ferocious lashings from Alex 
Frangenheim's double bass. 'Belly of the Whale' conveys 
that genuine sense of tense bewilderment that only the 
razor-edge of improv ensemble playing can provide, both 
to the listener and the player - there's moments here 
where the players are amazed to be where they are. 
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making these uncertain grunts to each other, the same 
mixed emotions probably felt by Pinocchio meeting his 
father Gepetto in that very place. Granted, some of the 
pieces take a while to warm up before they really start 
cooking, and that cheese-grater percussion sound 
(courtesy Steven Noble) has become a little dated 
somehow - but overall this CD yields up real moments of 
fire. A real testament to the legacy of Albert Ayler, to 
name but one... 

The XIII Ghosts, Giganti Reptilicus 

Destructo Beam 

Scatter_04CD 

Intensely annoying, this horrible CD opens with belts of 
repellent wacki-nastiness noise antics trying to give John 
Zorn or Hanatarash a run for their money, but eventually 
settles down to some decent mournful clarinet passages 
now and again. 45 fucking tracks and 88 minutes of this 
infantile drool to get through. Alex Ward is a precocious 
kid, a clarinet player who (besides playing in a Messiaen 
concert) started atonal improvising in his early teens and 
winding up his teachers at school concerts. He never really 
grew up. Wherever he appears at gigs, carrot-top Ward is 
sure to be bragging about the far-out CDs he just bought 
and swanking casually about his 'extreme' tastes. Here he 
insists on inflicting us with his silly mock-solemn vocal 
interjections, absurd track titles like 'Greedy Motorcyclist 
has sidecar full of chips', and trash-culture movie 
references by the truckload. He is joined in this by 
electronics man Switch, who I take to be a man of the 
Matt Wand school - Wand is one half of the irritating 
Stock Hausen and Walkman combo, Mancunian gets intent 
on taking the piss out of everything in sight with their 
throwaway sampling jokes on cheap and nasty tape 
recorders. Also joined by cassette star Andru Clare (of 
Mogazine fame). Nick Couldry, Jim Denley, Tim Hill, Evan 
Thomas and Pat Thomas on a variety of devices and 
instruments which in their hands are reduced to the 
common rubble of noisy plaything dribbles. Atrocious, an 
abomination in the eyes of the Lord. Lovely sleeve painting 
though. 

Scatter also does a Derek Bailey release, Drop me 
off at 96th, Scatter 02 CD, some vintage 1986 and 
1987 solo recordings on his Epiphone Triumph and Martin 
D 1 8 guitars. If you like Bailey you need this one for your 
collection. 

Descension, Live March 1995 

Shock Records SX029CD (1999) 

Another option is this...Descension, comprising 
Shock assault techniques from guitar and drums duo 
Ascension - Stefan Jaworzyn and Tony Irving - 
playing with saxophonist Charles Wharf and Simon 
H Fell on the bass. A nihilistic, anti-music, anti-jazz, 
anti-everything rant; poor recording quality, a stark 
typo sleeve that makes an Incus sleeve look 
cluttered. Everything about it says FUCK YOU to 
the listener. If only it weren't such a damned great, 
adrenalin-loosening listen...this is the cosmic 
crossroads Inn of the Damned where all past musics 
meet, not for a polite United Nations conference but 
a coarse, drunken argument where fisticuffs and 
broken furniture are only one pint of Kronenburg 
away. Sonic Youth guitar clanging melded with the 


Cecil Taylor marathon 'have you got the balls to stay 
the course' approach (first track is merely nonstop 
48 minutes). Guitar feedback overlays with wailing 
sax howls in sublime moments, the drumming takes 
the free-pulse playing of Sunny Murray to a logical 
node ending. You can see this dementia as going out 
further on a limb, or perhaps another way out of the 
Improv dilemma. It's just as limited in its audience 
appeal, but artistically in tune with the times. 


Chris Cutler 


P53 P53 

ReR P53 (1995) 

Chris Cutler and Zeena Parkins, Shark! 

ReR CZ1 (1996) 

Chris Cutler is not exclusively an improvisor, wearing 
many hats that reflect his diverse interests in Perfect Pop 
Music, composition, musique concrete, and political 
agitation. All of the above were at least represented by his 
1970s projects like the band Henry Cow and the 
associated Rock In Opposition groups they toured with. 
The second and third Art Bears LPs remain indelible 
masterpieces of song composition tempered with free 
playing and tape manipulation. Whatever you may think of 
his music, he has at least remained a 'sociable' Socialist and 
tried to shade his ideology into a Capitalist ethos. Zeena 
Parkins is an incredible harp player with her own history of 
pairings, guestings and performances in the alternative 
scene, although not a massive discography of her own just 
yet...there was a solo CD Nightmare Alley on Table of the 
Elements. She plays the harp amplified and uses effects 
pedals. I think she could be absolutely brilliant given the 
right circumstances, but it's not always possible to tell 
from this CD. Recording somehow sounds a bit flat. The 
performances weren't all of the best and for some reason 
it starts with the quiet dull ones before it leads into the 
noisy interesting ones. Interestingly shows how this music 
once the provenance of a dedicated handful of fans can 
now command a full house at the QEH at the South Bank 
these days. P53 is one of Cutler's 'directed' improvisation 
projects. This pure noise-making for its own sake and the 
devil take the hindmost is not for him it seems. Plans were 
made. He gave the players some narrative element to play 
with, a role-playing position of sorts, which would direct 
the performance in a series of overlapping sequences. 
Creative process is certainly important, but a shame the 
documented results are so tame this time around. P53 
features twin grand pianos played by Marie Goyette and 
some other classically trained bozo, Zygmunt Krauze. The 
inevitable Otomo Yoshihide turntables and, it has to be 
said, adds the most interesting elements, running a close 
second to Lutz Glandien and his real-time electronic 
processing of the performances. Another 'putting together' 
experiment, seeing how the classically trained musicians 
fare when you take their sheet music away: answer is, they 
just play fragments of Mozart or whatever, stuff they 
learned by heart anyway. 
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Have you any views on improvised 
music vis a vis Jazz? 

If one has to categorise music, and 
there are times when it is useful to, I 
think Free Improvisation should be in 
a separate category to Jazz. Although 
strongly influenced by Jazz, there have 
been other influences and subsequent 
developments, which have meant that 
Free Improvisation has dropped most 
of the characteristics that make Jazz 
Jazz. There are inevitable border 
problems whenever one divides an art 
form up into categories, but this still 
should not totally invalidate the 
categories. 

Did it grow out of American Jazz 
music or evolve in some other way? 

Most of the so-called first generation 
of Free Improvisers did start off 
listening to and/or playing Jazz. In 
some ways Free Improvisation can be 
thought of as an evolution of Jazz via 
the intermediate stage of Free Jazz. 
But there were other 
important influences from the 
worlds of composed (and, pace 
Cage, decomposed) music, and 
also from certain traditional 
musics. Some Free 
Improvisers, such as the 
first-generation Germans, 
retained considerable 
resemblances to Free Jazz. 

Others found non-hierarchical 
areas very unlike jazz to work in, 
notably, in their different ways, AMM 
and the Spontaneous Music Ensemble. 

Is the pairing of Derek Bailey with 
Anthony Braxton (the Wigmore Hall 
concert) significant in this regard? 

At that time, very few people 
(musicians or otherwise) were aware 
of the considerable body of Free 
Improvisation that was taking place 
mainly in this country and certain 
other parts of Europe. Braxton was 
one of the people who was aware, 
and he went out of his way to include 
Bailey in one of his concerts. It 
therefore seem natural to put these 
two exploring musicians from 
different backgrounds together as a 
duo, especially as both were keen to 
do so. Although Braxton is usually 
defined as a Jazz musician, he works in 
many areas, and some of his music 
would seem to have little to do with 
Jazz. 

How did this music 'mature' in the 
1970s? 

By the early 1 970s (perhaps, the late 
1 960s), a significant body of free 


musicians had found their own 
distinctive voices, and had developed 
several ways of making music 
together. Although there has 
subsequently been considerable 
evolution, many of these original 
discoveries are still being utilised. 

Has it any more evolving to do? 

I hope so. 

How would you defend this music 
against critics who find it a terrible 
noise? 

Tell them to listen with an open mind. 
Point them to areas that are less 
conventionally 'terrible'. 

Why do you like improv? 

It gives the musicians the best 
opportunity to express themselves. I 
find it to have been the most original 
and moving body of music over the 
last thirty years. Having said that, I by 
no means like everything in that 
category (nor dislike everything else). 


What are your views on the scene 
today? 

In many ways it is very similar to how 
it was twenty-five years ago. There 
are a lot of good musicians around, 
and a seemingly endless trickle of new 
ones turning up, but there is precious 
little money available. Two differences 
come to mind. Musicians now come 
from a far wider range of 
backgrounds/experiences than they 
used to, and there is much more 
electronic technology available for 
both making and recording music. 
Personally, I get very little enjoyment 
out the way this technology is used 
for making music. I particularly like 
the sound of unamplified acoustic 
instruments - if I want to listen to 
loudspeakers, I can stay at home. On 
the other hand, for recording, 
carrying a portable DAT machine 
certainly beats carrying two Revox 
reel-to-reel tape recorders and a 
mixer, especially now that I am not as 
strong as I used to be. 


What is the 'Naked Charm of Music 
Realistically Documented?' 

I like to have records of the music as 
it is performed, so that it is heard as if 
one was sitting in the best seat in the 
audience. I generally do not like to 
have artificial echo added - 1 think 
some music benefits from a dry 
acoustic - and I do not want 
over-dubbed string sections or choirs 
or synthesizers or whatever. (There 
has been some good use of 
over-dubbing, but I think it is the 
exception rather than the rule.) It is 
satisfying to have complete 
performances, but very often a 
performance has a good bit and a bad 
bit, so for repeated listening I am all 
for editing to leave just the good bit - 
not completely realistic, perhaps, but 
a technique that has produced many 
fine collections. 

(As for the specific words of mine 
you dug up: At the time I was reading 
a book about particle physics 
- something I did every 
decade or so to try and keep 
up with the latest scientific 
theories. That was about the 
time that quarks were 
postulated - hence the 
'naked charm' - a 
characteristic of quarks 
whose meaning I have long 
since forgotten. As for the 
rest - my middle name is Richard.) 

Who did the original sleeve notes for 
Domestic and Public Pieces? 

There were not any sleeve notes as 
such. Maybe you are referring to the 
'File Under' sequence - a 
mini-comment of the world of music 
in general - that I compiled and used 
on other LPs. (I had forgotten about 
that. I must add it to the Emanem 
web site - thanks.) 

There seemed to be a warmth and 
humour there (and in Bailey's vocal 
pieces on the record) which / find 
somehow absent from improv today - 
would you agree? 

I think, then as now, there was a 
spectrum in the world of 
improvisation from humourless music 
to musicless humour. Sometimes 
people manage to pull off various 
degrees of mixing music and humour - 
sometimes the humour destroys the 
music, or the two simply do not mix. 

I often find warmth and humour in 
today's performances. 


Ashoitinteniewwith 
MARTIN DAVIDSON 
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What was the Unity Theatre (and was 
it really destroyed by fire)! 

Unity Theatre is a Socialist theatre 
company that goes back to the 1 930s, 
if not earlier. They had an actual 
theatre in London between Camden 
Town and St Pancras. Starting around 
1973, they let the Musicians' 
Co-operative use it on the off night 
(Monday from memory). The building 
was burnt down late in 1 97S, and has 
not been rebuilt. The theatre 
company still exists without a 
permanent base - my ex-wife 
Madelaine (aka Mandy, the other Em 
in Emanem) recently performed in 
one of their productions. 

What other venues in London played 
host to improv music ! 

The Little Theatre Club was another 
theatre that let musicians use it when 
it was not actually used as a 
theatre. There were two 
important periods when this 
happened - 1966-9 and 
1 972-4 (approximate dates 
from memory). Also, before 
using the Unity Theatre, the 
Musicians' Co-operative used 
Ronnie Scott's Club on 
Sunday evenings (which was 
rather bizarre). Other 
venues came and went - as 
they still do. 

What was the role of the 
ICA! 

I don't think the ICA had any 
role in presenting 
improvisation - has it ever 
done so? (Maybe the music is 
too contemporary.) The late 
Jazz Centre Society did 
present some concerts of 
improvisation (such as SME 1974 and 
Bailey solo 1975), and sometimes 
used the ICA Theatre or Cinema to 
do so. Other people may have 
organised concerts there too. 

THE EMANEM LABEL When did it 
start ! 

I started it early in 1 974, although I 
had been thinking about it for a few 
years beforehand. I actually started 
recording with a Revox (very badly at 
first) about a year before that. 

Why has it had so many international 
addresses ! 

That's a long story - probably not 
very interesting - combining situations 
both under control and out of 
control. Here's a shortened version: 

In 1975, I thought the label would be 
more successful if it were based in 


the USA, since there is a large 
domestic market there which does 
not like paying extra for imports. 
Unfortunately, the distributors there 
took so long to pay, that we ran into 
horrendous cash flow problems. We 
did not enjoy living in the USA 
generally, so we decided to come 
back, but by the time we were able to 
(in 1982), the Thatcher Winter was in 
full swing, so we decided to go to 
Sydney instead. We enjoyed living 
there very much, but found it a bit 
limited, so we came back here in 
1 988. (Although Australia had a 
Labour government for most of that 
time, it was run by the virtual 
Thatcherites Hawke & Keating, who 
complained that Thatcher was stealing 
their ideas. So Blair is very deja vu for 
anyone who lived in Australia in the 
1980s.) 


What is the label's 'mission 
statement '! 

To help document and propagate 
good music, especially that which 
other labels would not touch. There 
are many areas of music that I am 
interested in, however it seems best 
that a small label concentrates on one 
area, or group of areas. Hence the 
(general) concentration on free 
improvisation, which is perhaps the 
area that has least documentation and 
propagation. 

Do you have anything to say about 
your current CD sleeve art designs 
(which / think are excellent) or those 
of Incus record sleeves ! 

Top of my agenda for the CD 
booklets and inlays is CLARITY, as it 
was for the LPs. (This is also a quality 
I like in the actual music and the 


recording.) I do not go along with the 
current fashion of obscuring 
everything. As a long time browser of 
LP and CD bins, I find myself noticing 
items that have the most important 
information - the name(s) of the 
performer(s) and/or group - in 
reasonable sized letters near the top 
of the front. This is not always the 
most artistic of designs, but it sure 
helps browsers in record shops. 

But then, record labels that far outsell 
Emanem obviously think otherwise. 
For instance, a sealed FMP CD has 
virtually no information visible, unlike 
a sealed Emanem CD which has all 
the personnel and track details on the 
back. And then there is Tzadik which 
seems to specialise in printing vital 
information in 6 point gold lettering 
on a busy silver background. Why do 
they bother? Can anyone read this, 
without screwing up their 
eyes and/or brain? (There 
are also certain magazines 
that also insist on printing 
text on busy backgrounds. I 
refuse to attempt to read 
such things. Do they really 
want to damage their 
readership? Or are they just 
puffing out the pages with 
rubbish that they don't want 
people to read?) 

I have nothing specific to say 
about Incus designs - some 
appeal to me, some don't. 
(One of these years I must 
find time to work out how to 
use the desk top publishing 
package I bought a year or so 
ago.) 

What are your views on 
'original freaks' who have to own first 
pressings of these records! Do you 
have any views on this music fetching 
high collector's prices! 

All collectors (including myself) are a 
bit irrational - some more than 
others. The original issue thing was 
particularly big in Japan when I visited 
there about ten years ago. One 
collector wanted to know which was 
the original edition of the Lacy solo 
album. I told him, but also told him 
that the pressing was much, much 
noisier than the second one - he still 
had to have the original. I saw some 
out of print Emanem LPs for sale in 
collectors' shops in Tokyo at quite 
high prices. Unfortunately, none of 
these high prices goes to me nor to 
the musicians! 


DEREK BAILEY domestic & public pieces 



solo guitar improvisations 1975-1977 lEHIHnEllil 4001 
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COMPACT DISCS OF UNADULTERATED NEW MUSIC 
FOR PEOPLE WHO LIKE NEW MUSIC UNADULTERATED 

4001 DEREK BAILEY Domestic & Public Pieces (1975-7) solo guitar (acoustic & amplified) 

4002 EVAN PARKER & PAUL LYTTON Three Other Stories (1971-4) saxophones, percussion, live electronics, etc, etc 
4003 SPONTANEOUS MUSIC ENSEMBLE Face to Face (1973) John Stevens & Trevor Watts 
4004 STEVE LACY Weal & Woe (1972-3) solo soprano saxophone & quintet with Potts, Aebi, Carter & Johnson 
4005 SPONTANEOUS MUSIC ENSEMBLE Summer 1967 John Stevens & Evan Parker + Peter Kowald 
4006 ANTHONY BRAXTON & DEREK BAILEY First Duo Concert (1974) the complete Wlgmore Hall concert 
4007 PAUL RUTHERFORD & PAUL ROGERS Rogues (1988) trombone & double bass duos & solos 
4008 SPONTANEOUS MUSIC ENSEMBLE Hot & Cold Heroes (1980/91) John Stevens, Nigel Coombes & Roger Smith 
4009 EVAN PARKER & PAUL LYTTON Two Octobers (1972-5) mostly soprano saxophone, percussion & live electronics 

4010 JOHN RUSSELL & ROGER TURNER Birthdays (1996) acoustic guitar & percussion duos 

4011 JOHN CARTER & BOBBY BRADFORD Tandem 1 (1982) clarinet & comet duos & solos 
4012 JOHN CARTER & BOBBY BRADFORD Tandem 2 (1979/82) clarinet & cornet duos & solos 

4013 DEREK BAILEY Lace (1989) solo guitar (acoustic with a little amplification) 

4014 ROGER SMITH Unexpected Turns (1993-6) solo guitar (mostly acoustic) 

4015 SPONTANEOUS MUSIC ENSEMBLE Quintessence 1 (1973-4) John Stevens, Kent Carter, Trevor Watts, Derek Bailey & Evan Parker 

4016 SPONTANEOUS MUSIC ENSEMBLE Quintessence 2 (1973-4) John Stevens, Trevor Watts, Derek Bailey, Kent Carter & Evan Parker 

4017 NIGEL COOMBES & STEVE BERESFORD Two to Tangle (1997) violin & piano duos 
4018 PAUL RUTHERFORD & ISKRA 1912 Seguences 72 & 73 (1972-4) Bailey, Guy, Nicols, Oxley, Parker, Riley, Watts, Wheeler, etc 
4019 PAUL RUTHERFORD The Gentle Harm of the Bourgeoisie (1974) solo trombone 
4020 SPONTANEOUS MUSIC ENSEMBLE Withdrawal (1966-7) Stevens, Watts, Bailey, Guy, Parker, Rutherford, Wheeler 

MARTIN DAVIDSON 3 Bittacy Rise London NW7 2HH England 

Phone: 44 181 346 4512 / Fax: 44 181 371 8710 / Email: EmanemDisc@aol.com / Web site: http://members.aol.com/EmanemDisc/ 
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Silver Apples 
bie 

@ The Scratch Club, The Spitz, East 
London, 18th September 1997 

First their classic '60s LPs make it out of obscurity onto 
CD, now the Silver Apples themselves are back. The 
lineup has changed - there's a new drummer at Danny 
Taylor's stool and a keyboardist fleshes the group out to a 
three piece - but their musical identity and sound are still 
alive and well and if anything they've matured with 
Simeon's extended fallow period. 

At their storming Spitz gig they treated us to superb 
renditions of old 'hits', cast in a new light by the 
happier-sounding Simeon of the '90s, plus a sprinkling of 
impressive new material. They still use nominally 
ear-unfriendly whines, bell sounds, oscillating signals and 
unwieldy bass lines as the unlikely components of their 
tunes, which insinuate themselves into your head and tap 
the parts which melodic pop songs don't reach. In this 
respect the Apples remind me of Pere Ubu. At first 
encounter you're wondering what on earth you're inflicting 
on yourself - another listen and you're crying out for 
more. If anything'll make you hunger for atonal music it's 
this stuff. 


Taking an imposing position at the side of the stage is The 
Simeon (the instrument). Anyone who's heard the original 
records can't have failed to be astounded by the number 
and range of different sounds The Simeon seemed to be 
producing at once. Its latest incarnation resembles a giant 
dressing table which has sprouted knobs and pedals, and 
appears well up to the task - nevertheless these days 
Simeon (the person) sensibly delegates some of its duties 
to a trusted deputy on standard keyboards. The new 
drummer efficiently recreates and rebuilds Danny Taylor's 
insistent drum patterns. As far as I know this marks their 
only appearance in rock music's vocabulary since the 
Apples' first outing (although similar beats did form the 
basis of hi-NRG - surely a coincidence?) 

It's sobering to think that when Silver Apples began there 
would have been few reference points to guide their 
experimentation - yet they still managed to produce 
consistently concise and direct music. A few decades of 
experimental rock music down the line and there's plenty 
of history for young bands to soak up, but how many take 
any notice? It's not only obscure outfits like the Apples 
whose innovations are ignored. I'm staggered by the 
number of bands who cite the Velvets or Can as a 
influence but seem to have learnt nothing from them, 
economy being a particular blind spot (Primal Scream are 
the worst offenders in this respect). Silver Apples old and 
new have economy in spades and a dark and edgy music 
that's like no other. Go on, take a bite. 

HARLEY RICHARDSON 
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Control 

Gravikords Whirlies and Pyrophones: 
Experimental Musical Instruments 
Book and Compact Disc 
By Bart Hopkin 

New York, Ellipsis Arts...ISBN 1-55961382-3 
(1996) 

This is a beautifuly packaged CD and book boxed set. The 
book is a mini-survey of strange and unusual musical 
instruments, some past but mostly present, with snippets 
of information about the creators of the instruments and 
how they arrived at realising their devices. There are some 
stunning photographs of these, including two beautiful 
pictures of the Theremin, Futurist Luigi Rossolo's famous 
intonanumori, and Reed Ghazala's devices resembling 
expensive executive toys. The CD, naturally enough, 
contains samples of what the devils actually sound like, one 
track apiece - although not everyone is represented. 

Bart Hopkin compiled it and he 
lives in California, whence he 
issues his unique magazine EMI 
devoted to this sort of thing. The 
intellectual dilemmas are posed at 
the introduction of the book: 
musical instruments have not been 
allowed to evolve, runs the 
thoery, due to the constraints of 
the classical orchestra's 
requirements. Even most 
electronic instruments can't get 
away from the 88-key piano 
keyboard, or emulating the sound 
of extant instruments. Our 
resourceful inventors therefore 
look to new ways of designing 
instruments, perhaps improving on 
a basic model, or reinventing 
fundamental aspects of the 
physical act of playing. Keiji Haino 
I think has commented on the 
basic limits imposed by muscial 
instruments: it's hard to get away 
from the detirmined movements 
such as hitting, plucking, scraping, 
fingering or blowing. His personal 
solution was to develop a complex 
system of extreme dance-like body 
movements that would radically alter his whole approach 
to playing the guitar. Not too far away is Godfried-Willem 
Raes' Pneumaphone here - which requires the player to sit 
on a big inflatable pouffe and thus squeeze air through the 
reeds and chanters. 

But for some reason I find this whole thing intensely 
annoying. For me, there isn't really enough art or music 
going on here. Oh, there's plenty of novelty - Incredibly 
Strange Music has a lot to answer for in that department. 
The people in this book are craftsmen first, musicians 


second (or not at all). Most of the instruments here are 
wonderful examples of very finished sculptures, or 
art-objects; some are interesting snapshots of an electrical 
experiment in progress. But as to their function and use as 
musical instruments, welL.perhaps that work still has to be 
done. Tom Waits, in his introduction, gave me plenty of 
hope in that direction, detailing with relish his collection of 
megaphones and how he plays dumpsters and objects in 
hardware stores. But whatever you think of Waits, at least 
he's a songwriter with stories and ideas; a studio veteran 
who has a notion of what sounds he wants and how to get 
them. These inventors for the most part are not so 
steeped in the inflexible practicalities of the music industry; 
allowed to indulge their whimsical pursuits, they have 
evolved almost like musical Outsider Artists. 

Maybe some time in the future a musical visionary will pick 
up the gauntlet and compose whole arias for some of 
these instruments. But I somehow doubt it, because the 
projects represented here seem very closed-off, 
hermetically sealed - the creators have satisfied their own 
urges or curiosities, and somehow led themselves into a 
creative cul-de-sac. You never sense these ideas are going 
to lead back into the continuum of music making. A few 
quotes from the text will illustrate how precious some of 
these people are...'Building a Guitar is Meditation'...'l 
started moving into a kind of nurturing or loving space in 
the sound'-.'there are magical 
sounds to be heard in small 
metal objects'...'a self-intensifying 
web evolves from the 
combination of possibilites 
between individual functions'. 
Self-indulgent, West Coast-y 
piffle. 

We make an exception of the 
great Harry Partch (who is 
represented here), but that's 
because he was so exceptional. 
There was a focussed mission to 
his instrument making, linked to 
his personal philosophy about 
art and life. He needed these 
instruments to realise his 
muscial ideas, because he simply 
wasn't getting what he needed 
from the conventional 
orchestra. That driven quality, 
or pioneering vision, is 
something I can't detect in most 
of the other projects described 
here, interesting or attractive as 
the results may be. Rather, it 
feels like they just wanted to try 
something a litde different, with 
no idea of what use their novel 
devices might be put to. At the end of the day, the 
creators here simply aren't musician enough to live up to 
the promises of their own inventions. 

Thus the CD amounts to little more than a fascinating 
catalogue of some weird sounds you've never heard 
before. Fun the first time, but ultimately very unsatisfying. 

Bart Hopkin, PO Box 784, Nicasio, CA 94946, USA 
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Resonance Volume 5 Number 2, 1997 

52 pp, ISSN 1352-772X 

I recommend a squint at the Retuning Radio issue here - 
more than likely a personal triumph for commissioning 
editor Phil England, who also conducted most of the 
interviews from a starting point of 'a naive enthusiasm for 
artists' engagement with radio 1 . This fascinating survey is 
the result. Some of the pieces have hardly anything to do 
with music, but everything to do with ideas - and above all, 
the idea of freedom. Perhaps broadcasting to thousands is 
the most effective and subversive way to affect peoples' 
minds? The overall theme is the untapped power of 
broadcasting, and here are extremists, terrorists, radicals, 
pranksters, pirates of the air, conceptualists and weirdos 
of every possible stripe who are doing their best to 
maximise that potential. If you ever thought one of those 
wacky Radio 4 plays (with overlapping voices and music 
from the Radiophonic Workshop) was somehow 
'experimental', you're in for a surprise. Unfortunately these 
freedom -mongers - be they playful anarchists or 
committed Marxist libertarians - can be thwarted by the 
very people they are proposing to 'liberate'. Thus if Don 
Joyce proposes an uncensored freedom-of-speech 
phone-in for his listeners, 90 % of them are flummoxed by 
this notion and probably the best they can come up with is 
on-air obscenities. Still a lot of conciousness-raising to be 
done, it seems. Then, there's the prankster element: Lance 
Dann (Noiseless Blackboard Eraser) tricked the public into 
phoning in their ideas for a bogus David Bowie project. An 
elaborate nasty joke which proves very little, and his 
contempt for humanity is revealed out of his own mouth: 
'Every day I'd just go in and download these lunatics and 
desperate, sad people that thought they were David 
Bowie, or wanted to be David.' 

Also of interest - the story of John F Muir, a producer 
who tried to do something different at the BBC, including 
the early Radio I show Night Ride... the very depressing 
idea that 'culture' no longer matters at all in the Western 
20 th century is put forward by the Belgian Fluxus artist 
Willem de Ridder. More positively, he encourages a form 
of (albeit absurdist) activism in the usually passive radio 
audience .with his semi-confrontational, subversive 
strategies...Peter Lamborn Wilson is an American 
broadcaster, very politically aware and caught up in every 
Leftist's dilemma - 'the media have become an exact 
mirror image of Capital-Capital is structured as a chaos 
and media is structured as a chaos.'... and for you diehards 
who still want music, Keith Rowe's stories of his use of 
the shortwave radio in AMM performances are highly 
encouraging and inspiring. The use of the found object 
interested him from his Art Student days and of course it 
continues as a valid aesthetic everywhere today, although 
he traces its origins to the early 1 6 th century. He used 
radio samples transparently and sparingly and when he did, 
magic moments and joyously synchronous events were the 
order of the day. 

This ish is a bit pricey (£ 7 . 00 ) as you're likely paying for 
the CD taped to the cover, which for me was a tad 
disappointing - not quite as disturbing as the texts had 
promised. Still, thematically and conceptually here's one of 
the best issues from this LMC periodical. 

London Musicians Collective, 3.6 Lafone House, 11-13 
Leathermarket Street, London SEI 3 HN 
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Charles Hayward, Escape 
from Europe: Live in Japan 
Volume One 
Locus Solus (Recommended 
Records Japan), LSR 001 (1997) 

A genuine original is drummer, singer, 
tape-manipulator and keyboardsman 
Hayward, his career spanning from 
This Heat through The Camberwell 
Now in the 1980s, to becoming a 
favourite of the European improv 
scene, for example as part of Regular 
Music and Les Batteries who 
performed at the M.I.M.I. Festival in 
France in 1986. Charles Hayward 
recently took to peddling his 
eccentric voice and instrumentation 
one-man band to Japanese listeners. 
This decent little CD documents 
some of it (and there's better still to 
come on the 2nd volume, with Keiji 
Haino, Otomo Yoshihide and Peter 
Brotzmann). Hayward strikes me as 
endorsing and living the kind of 
user-friendly Socialism that you or I 
could happily live with. Each lyric 
embodies a cry for fair play or justice, 
or questions modern sacred cows 
with a healthy scepticism. Witness the 
dark sarcasm on 'Queen Termite 
Milk': 'It's all right.. I'm a social worker., 
and I know when to intervene!' He 
sings to me of another way of life...but 
I ignore it, I choose to ignore it. The 
only trouble I find that half the force 
has gone these days; Hayward 
1 997-brand is a bit fluffy, like the Ken 


Loach of Raining Stones as against the 
Ken Loach of Cathy Come Home. 
He'll never write another lyric as 
bleak as 'Not Waving But Drowning' 
or 'Twilight Furniture', both so 
fraught with concrete images of 
isolation; as if to confirm my fears, he 
yields up retreads of both those This 
Heat favourites here, skipping about 
half of the original texts as though his 
computer-memory had wiped them 
clean. Revisiting the past then, puts 
him in the unfortunate position of 
some kind of 'alternative' karaoke 
singer. Luckily some of the new lyrical 
material is quite good; and the music 
is as punchy as ever. His drumming 
style is just brilliant, and the ingenuity 
and simplicity whereby he manages to 
accompany himself live, with tapes 
and melodica, wins full marks for 
innovation. Highly effective in this 
area is the use of bagpiping tapes on 
'Contrary Warp' and the disturbing 
voice whirlpools on 'Not Waving'. But 
you could argue Hayward is at his 
best when interacting with other 
musicians - and the final track 
'Creosote' really catches fire. 
Improvising with Makoto Nomura at 
the piano and melodica and Akira 
Toyonaga on the guitar, Hayward 
drums up a storm and magics up 
some vital seconds of those 
unpredictable dynamics and tenseness 
we love him for. 


His Name is Alive, Stars on 
ESP 

4AD 6010 

His Name Is Alive are more fun than 
the average 4AD act, and every now 
and then throw up something totally 
unexpected which puts a welcome 
spanner in the otherwise over-polite 
approach to production. A lot of the 
listening pleasure comes from the 
band imitating and distorting stuff 
which other people would be content 
just to sample and repeat. On Wall', 
birds tweetering along randomly in 
the background leap into life and start 
singing in tune with the melody, then 
one of them picks up a set of 
bagpipes. There's another sweet track 
where parts of 'Good Vibrations' are 
faithfully reproduced, but thrown 
together in a different order to 
approximate His Name's idea of a 
Smile track. This is an open-minded 
attitude to music, but commonplace 
these days - most bands water down 
the music they're 'embracing' and 
HNIA are no exception. They use 
surf, dub and techno but you'd be 
better advised to stick with the 
source records. One exception - and 
the strongest tune - is the theme 
song 'Home', which undergoes three 
radically different incarnations. The 
third ends the record trumphantly, 
starting as a four-track demo than 
transforming into an all-out gospel 
number, then it all goes wrong as U2 
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enter the studioo and whip up the 
choir into hallelujah-Lord cliche. Then 
His Name's drum machine steps in an 
knocks them back into line. 

In common with other 4AD releases, 
the sleeve is designed by Vaughan 
Oliver. I can't understand why this 
guy gets any work - he has no eye for 
composition, a taste for empty 
images, and he throws fonts around 
like a 3rd-year graphic design student. 

I guess I also hold him part-guilty 
(along with ID magazine) for the 
current preponderance of cluttered, 
superimposed images. Delve inside 
the booklet and you'll find a 
bewildering photo of someone about 
to take a spanner to a luminescent 
cardboard star - nice to see 
something that suggests a story, 
rather than an Argos catalogue! 
HARLEY RICHARDSON 

Loren MazzaCane Connors 
and Suzanne Langille, 
Crucible 

NYC, Black Label records, 

BLACK 4 (1996) 

Depressing...comes over like some 
kinda urban folk music, although 
Connors is no string-picker to rank 
with our own Bert Jansch or Archie 
Fisher; wasted by the acid of punk 
history, his guitar phrases are mostly 
trite and aimless, only given any 
weight by amplification, and he won't 
keep time with himself. Nor can 
Suzanne Langille sing worth a darn, 
barely able to suggest even the 
whisper of a melody or project 
meaning from her dull lyrics. 
Atrocious recording is (probably) 
kept deliberately flat, to alienate the 
listener so you too can share in the 
artists' feelings of emotionless 
sterility. The two never perform as a 
duo on any single track; it might have 
been halfway interesting to put them 
together, although Connors' melodies 
occasionally seem to suggest a ghostly 
reprise of those of his partner. This 
separation compounds the sense of 
alienation behind Crucible. Still, you 
might want to persevere; it's almost 
as good as a Folkways recording of 
some dapped-out rural blues singer 
reminiscing about his days on the 
bayou, and you know how desirable 
those records are. 


"A sense of 
real musical 
history 
embedded in 
every phrase 
he peels off 
the frets..." 

Bob Drake, little Black 
Train 

USA, Crumbling Tomes Archive 
(Nilre-Encrusted Records) CTA 
6 (1996) 

What John Zorn is to the saxophone 
and jazz, Robert Drake is to the 
guitar, banjo and American folk music. 
That said he's not as crazy as Zorn, 
but keeps switching styles - Country 
and Western, Bluegrass, West Coast 
psychedelia, even a touch of 
post-punk scratchings, which surface 
in and out of these perfectly 
constructed and composed poppy 
tunes. There's a sinister edge too - he 
fashions a patchwork quilt and trims it 
with black lace. To say Drake is a 
proficient picker would be 
understating the case; he's a master 
craftsman of the' steel strings, the 
string instrument he can't play ain't 
been made, and there's a sense of real 
musical history embedded in every 
phrase he peels off the frets. Mostly 
instrumental, but 'The Unattended 
Funeral' has a lyric; it continues a 
tradition of American death ballads, 
yet adds a melancholic post-modern 
twist worthy of Will Oldham as it 
depicts an empty grave in 
Nowheresville and the decaying coffin 
of the poor guy they forgot to 
bury...because 'nobody remembers'. 
The overall sound is fleshed out by 
drums, bass, violin and keyboard 
work, recorded at home to produce a 
very polished and engaging 43 
minutes. Evocative children's 
book-like sleeve painting of a rocky 
mountain nightscape, depicts a train 
shining its light through the night 
while watched by some vigilant beasts. 
Perhaps this is how Drake himself 
feels - a lone beacon in the cold 
landscape of modern America. The 
second solo LP (the first was What 
Day is It?) from this American oddity 
who was also in Denver band the 
5UUs, recorded 2 CDs of minimal 
songs with Suzanne Lewis as Hail 
(these could be interesting), played 
with The Thinking Plague, and mixed 


the fast-paced energetic (EC) Nudes 
record which I very much care for. 

All of these are available in the ReR 
Megacorp catalogue last time I 
looked. 

Jim Sauter, Don Dietrich 
and Thurston Moore, 
Barefoot in the Head 

US, Forced Exposure FE-015 
(1996) 

Thurston Moore proclaimed his love 
of atonal free jazz by aligning himself 
with this project (recorded in 1988) 
and adding his guitar to the great wall 
of sax erected by Jim Sauter and 
Donald Dietrich. The latter two are 
All-American Heroes of the Honk, 
working for years as two-thirds of the 
fantastic Borbetomagus, and are 
creators of such closely-knit and 
intensive free music that they have 
successfully cleared my house of 
unwanted guests many a time. Don 
Miller was the other third, he played 
electric guitar in that highly unusual 
line-up, so these two mad reedmen 
have had no difficulty in swallowing 
Thurston whole or wiping his electric 
feedback off the face of the earth with 
their twinned-bell attack. Forgive an 
indelicate image, but sometimes their 
mighty saxes assume the proportion 
of enormous phalluses, huge and 
fecund, making Sauter and Dietrich 
into pagan fertility gods like the Cerne 
Abbas giant. (So much for the old 
guitar - penis substitute nonsense - 
these puffers are the real men!) Their 
performances here however can be 
spader than on their relentless 
Borbetomagus records, giving some 
room to breath; check out the eerie 
'On the Phrase "Ass Backwards" ' for 
a spooky high-pitched drone delirium, 
although if it's all-out free blowing you 
need, then 'Concerning The Sun As A 
Cool Solid' is the 18-minute blastoid 
transcedental workout for you. This 
is the way free jazz ought to be, 
unencumbered by any nonsense like 
drums, pianos, tunes, or boring old 
common sense. 

Sonic Youth are nearly superstars 
these days, yet continue to sport 
their avant-garde credentials which 
they pick up like old clothes from 
Salvation Army stores. Thurston drew 
up a list of Top Ten Free Jazz records 
for Grand Royal magazine #2 
recently; his choices were impeccable 
and he knows the scene, but another 
side of it was him boasting of the 
impossible vinyl rarities he's managed 
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to snag. Still, that's pretty uncharitable 
because the guy can also play free - 
and not just buy his way into it. 
Thurston acquits himself with honour 
on these tunes. He propels things 
along with chuntering guitar on 'All 
Doors Look Alike', adds patented 
jangly slidey noises on Tanned Moon', 
drapes feedback everywhere like a 
black velvet shroud, and there is 
much humour and glee in the entire 
event, including witty song titles like 
'The Date-Reduced Loaf. Add a fine 
Max Ernst collage cover and you've 
got a near perfect package I'd say. As 
the sleeve note puts it, 'Two free men 
meet a slave...everyone goes home 
barefoot'. 

Amber Asylum, The Natural 
Philosophy of Love 
Pennsylvania, Release RR 
6955-2 (1997) 

Like label-mates Trial of the Bow, 
Amber Asylum are a bit too tasteful 
and fey overall, but a sentimental 
twerp like myself can sometimes be 
moved by the poignancy summoned 
up on 'Looking Glass', one weepy 
instrumental the musicians thought fit 
to reprise. Kris Force, Annabel Lee 
and Martha Burns form a string trio 
(2 x violins + cello) and play these 
simple and slow-moving minor-key 
very introspective tunes, accompanied 
by a Classical guitar. The introspective 
element probably comes from 
composer and vocalist Kris Force, 
who is one velvet collar away from 
being a sadder, straighter version of 
Kate Bush. She also covers 'Poppies' 
by Buffy Sainte-Marie. On the other 
hand, she added her skills to a couple 
tracks on the last Swans CD. Perfect 
listening for a foggy November day. If 
you like Pre-Raphaelite painting, 
chances are you'll like this...just don't 
expect another Nico Chelsea Girls. 

rhBand, Third Order 
Parasitum 
California, Drunken Fish 
DFR-33 (1997) 

One of the principal dynamic effects I 
associate with tecnho music is the 
contrasting peaks and troughs of the 
oscillating signals. rhBand are 
emphatically NOT a techno band - no 
drums for a start! - but they use 
layers of these exciting oscillations to 
excellent effect. rhBand are a quartet 
who perform their improvisations live 
to tape; they're remarkably attuned to 


each other's moves and when they 
turn up the dial in unison, it can feel 
like they're reaching in through your 
ears to pull your stomach out 
through your head. Underpinned with 
rich, bassy distortion, the total 
experience is topped with eerie 
treated sounds. When rhBand turn 
the dials up to ten they'll have you 
levitating three feet above your bed. 
HARLEY RICHARDSON 

Total, Buffin' the Celestial 
Muffin 

Rural Electrification Programme 

Strange things are afoot down on the 
farm. The animals are restless. A 
cockerel leads a rebellion against the 
human oppressor, takes a chainsaw to 
the barn, then sets it alight. The 
farmer flees and the animals 
commence to dismantle the place - 
chaos ensues for x minutes. 

Total are John Godbert and Matthew 
Bower, a duo who use and abuse 
traditional instruments (violin, reeds, 
piano, guitar) as well as the occasional 
tape loop to fashion painful sounds of 
devastation for our listening pleasure. 
This kind of abstract music is a film 
without pictures - you wonder where 
the sounds have come from and try 
and attach visual associations to make 
sense of them. However the clashing 
and unexpected sonic combinations 
don't fit any story you know so your 
brain is forced to invent a new one. In 
case you're sceptical and wondering 
what kind of plot or character 
development there is in my little 
farmyard storyline above (or how it 
could sustain my interest for the 
length of a CD), think of it more like 
a musical equivalent of a Breugel 
painting, packed with little incidents 
and details on a theme. 

On this CD, JG and MB buff the 
celestial muffin with seven 
indistinguishable (more or less) tracks 
of noise. Which is not to say that 
there's no light or shade here. The 
low-fi recording technique (I would 
guess that they turned everything up 
to eleven and stuck a mike in the 
middle of the room to let it pick up 
what it could) means that instruments 
drop in and out of audibility according 
to the laws of physics, rather than the 
whims of a mixer. This could explain 
the sense that there's a lot more 
going on than you can hear, the 
feeling of being an onlooker. I tried 
playing this in the background while I 


got on with some household chores, 
but found that it kept demanding my 
full attention; it requires that you fully 
immerse yourself in the busy-ness of 
it all. Go back and find yet more in it, 
if you can listen to this kind of 
abrasiveness at all. 

Hungry for more narrative? There's 
the name of the record label / 
'project', Rural Electrification 
Program, and the great cover drawing 
of a demonic-looking creature 
reaching towards the celestial muffin 
of the title. A black sun spitting 
needles of black light into the sky. 
That's pretty much the story injected 
into my mind whenever I listen to 
this. 

HARLEY RICHARDSON 

Contact Rural Electrification Program 
at 67 Holborn Hill, Millam, Cumbria 
LAI85BL, UK 

"They'll have 
you levitating 
three feet; 
above your 
bed..." 

Barbara Manning, 1212 

Matador Records, OLE 221 
(1997) 

You must hear The Arsonist Story', 
the tense 1 9 minute narrative in song 
which opens this record. Lyrically it's 
extremely inventive, phrases filled 
with deft twists and turns and an 
intelligence you rarely find these days; 
thematically, it's virtually an expansion 
of Brian Wilson's 'Fire' segment from 
Smile. In place of the cellos 
approximating fire sirens on 'Mrs 
O'Leary's Cow', here we have the 
chants of 'Fire! Fire!' over the urgent 
instrumental riff 'Fireman', and 
genuine fire sound effects. In the 
narrative, Manning outlines the 
behaviour of an alienated teenager 
who can only express his feelings by 
setting fire to buildings; she tells a 
story, but her interest lies in 
exploring the character's inner space. 
She takes 40 seconds to tell us what 
this guy sounds like playing the piano, 
as though the character himself has 
helped to make the record! The 
fragments of his cracked psyche are 
suggested in 'Evil Craves Attention' - 
'fire is his drink'...and the hopelessly 
blind parents mourn communication 
breakdown in 'Our Son'. (Other 
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listeners have noted the 'Arson' pun 
here). He retreats to his bedroom 
(another Brian Wilson image, 'In My 
Room'), sinking further into a 
claustrophobic psychosis - 'my room 
is 10 by 10, I'd love to watch it burn’. 
Throughout these songs, musical and 
sound effects interpolations become 
increasingly dark; electronic swathes 
enhance a phrase here and there, until 
there's the all-out concrete tape 
section prepared by Jim O'Rourke, 
linking the body of the piece to the 7 
minute coda. O'Rourke's disturbing 
sound collage of fire and cracked ice 
suggests the warehouse fire and a 
frozen lake into which the protagonist 
sinks. In the sublime 'Trapped and 
Drowning', we hear only Manning's 
trancey guitar strums, a monotone 
organ and a mournful trumpet as the 
hapless character wails 'the best thing 
you could do...is not come to my 
rescue'. This suite is filled with some 
of the most poignant images of 
isolation I've heard for a long time - it 
gives singer-songwriting a new lease 
of life. Manning's engaging voice and 
obvious honesty are a breath of fresh 
air; the rest of the LP is great too, 
she's a fine guitarist although 
sometimes her backing band, 
especially the drummer, don't do a lot 
for me. To me 'The Arsonist Story' 
called for a Van Dyke Parks 
arrangement but perhaps that would 
make it a bit too precious. Manning 
used to be in various American bands 
I've never heard of, including SF Seals, 
World of Pooh and 28th Day, but is 
apparently no stranger to solo 
projects. Also available on vinyl as a 
three-sided LP. 

Spaceheads, Round the 
Outside 

These Records, THESE 13CD 
(1997) 

One of those rather annoying 
modernistic bands who speak of 
'crossing genres' of music, thereby 
upsetting many a purist along the way. 
Andy Diagram comes from an 
eccentric rock background - in the 
1980s he was in the Diagram 
Brothers and Manchester-based 
Dislocation Dance, and played with 
James. He blows trumpet through 
various old clunky analogue effects 
such as echoplex, harmoniser and 
phase shifter and is not afraid to let 
rip with pretty melodies and funky 
riffs, at times stumbling into 
electric-period Miles Davis soundalike 


territory. Richard Harrison drums and 
sometimes uses foreign objects to 
make a percussive racket like a 
low-rent Tony Oxley; he comes at it 
from more of a jazz background, 
having been inspired in that direction 
by a Ronnie Scott TV show in the 
1 960s. The pair of them have been 
involved in various semi-hip 
avant-gardish projects, for example 
with singer David Thomas (as Two 
Pale Boys), and enjoy greater financial 
success on the European touring 
circuit than in this country. Having 
seen them live at the QEH supporting 
Derek Bailey and the Ruins, I found 
their novelty wore off very quickly 
and they didn't do an awful lot to 
transcend the limitations of their 
sound, or their essential mediocrity. 
Seconds of a trumpet blast or a bit of 
noise can be sampled and then looped 
to make a backing track, a trick 
nabbed from dance culture; this can 
sometimes work quite well, only to 
be ruined by Andy Diagram who can't 
resist adding a clever tootly trumpet 
flourish over the top of it, indulging 
and echoing himself into a mockery of 
good taste. This CD is slightly better 
than all that piffling blarney, but I can 
only manage about 2-3 tracks at a 
time before, like a creme caramel, it 
makes my fillings ache. It was 
recorded from live shows and radio 
performances in the USA in 1 996, has 
some witty real-life documentary tape 
samples in between tracks, and 
mailart superstar Mark Pawson did 
the dinky limited silkscreened 
handstamped CD case. 

Hovercraft, Vagus Nerve/ 
De-Orbit Bum 12" remix by 
Scanner 

Blast First, BFFP 134S (1997) 

Hovercraft, that generally 
non-descript guitar trio from Seattle, 
have taken a marginally more 
interesting turn in this twelve-incher 
aided by Robin Rimbaud and his Black 
& Decker grinderette. There's a 
chill-out side and a nasty side, the 
latter of which I find more appealing, 
principally because you can hardly 
make out what the band are doing at 
all. Whatever contribution they made 
as source material has been largely 
effaced by Scanner's malarkey. 
However, given Hovercraft's rating in 
my estimation, and that Scanner's glib 
techno-flippancy leaves much to be 
desired, the meeting of the two 
doesn't add up to a great deal, it's a 


bit like deep-fried pizza, a chip shop 
delicacy reputed to be much favoured 
in Glasgow; a hunk of lardy pastry, 
smeared with processed cheese and 
tomato ketchup, is dipped in batter 
and thrown into six inches of boiling 
fat; what was an unhealthy 
proposition to begin with is, 
amazingly, made even worse. 

"Musical 
Tones that are 
Part of the 
MetaMind" 

Atman, Personal Forest 
California, Drunken Fish 
Records, DFR-34 (1997) 

Atman are an improvisational trio of 
musicians involved in the Polish Deep 
Ecology movement. Their reasons for 
living permeate into their music, you 
could never separate the two. Marek, 
Marek and Piotr have been playing in 
the forest together for 20 years 
trying to learn the universal musical 
language. Moondog said it's taken him 
50 years to find the musical tones 
that are part of the MegaMind. These 
tones put the player in touch with 
and a part of everything in the 
universe. Atman use these tones too. 
Some of the instruments heard on A 
Personal Forest include: various 
woodwind instruments, Jews harp, 
polish dulcimer, sitar, zither and even 
Tibetan liturgical instruments! I would 
recommend this CD to everyone, the 
music is very atmospheric and 
powerful and never follows expected 
patterns. The music has been created 
with the highest ideals in mind, which 
makes a change from the rest of us 
who play instruments to get people 
to like us! Atman are an inspiring 
group. In fact you can even attend a 
forest workshop with them. There 
you can make your own instruments 
and take part in a 24 hour musical 
ceremony. If anyone would like to go 
to Poland with me please let me 
know, OK? 

ANDREA B 

Voltolux, Voltolux 

Bremen, Mambo Records 1 997 

The Ha/fever (German music fanzine) 
house band, managing some pretty 
damn convincing retro Space Rock 
guitar jamming overlaid with 
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occasional modern electro segments. 
It seems they can get really carried 
away into the thunderous, noisier 
realms when they play live...this studio 
LP may not capture much fire in their 
performances, but there are some 
reet tasty episodes from lead 
instruments soloing away into the 
zone of digital delay and mono-synth 
squawks. If you feel the need for 
70s-styled Gong-like playing (and 
nobody will blame you) you can do a 
lot worse than this. Although not in 
the same inventiveness stakes as Can, 
whom they namecheck, they put 
anything on the Kranky label in its 
place. 

Electroscope, Homemade 
Electroscope, Wurlitzer Jukebox, 
W) 27 

Electroscope are the esoteric Scottish 
duo of Gayle Harrison and John 
Cavanagh. They are pretty much off 
exploring their own private 
obsessions in their own way in their 
own time and on their own. They use 
old analogue tape recorders rescued 
from skips to record quietish clarinet, 
keyboards and guitar. I hear very few 
groups that I can't throw in with a 
'trend' or into a dismissive box. 

Believe me, Electroscope are one of 
the very few that I'd describe as 
unselfconscious, fascinated and odd. 
Touches (only touches) remind me of 
Movietone, Pearls Before Swine, 

Nico's harmonium and maybe the 
Velvets track 'The Gift' (John's moody 
spoken tribute to Joe Meek). They 
are the real thing, a quietly individual 
group which sadly will go over most 
people's heads. 

ANDREA B 

Yo La Tengo, I Can Hear the 
Heart Beating as One 
Matador Records OLE 222-2 
(1997) 

Rather patchy offering from this 
usually dependable favourite guitar 
combo. In 1 989 their President LP 
heralded a new direction for the 
previously unexceptional Yo La Tengo 
- suddenly they were a superior indie 
guitar pop band with a powerful and 
expansive sound. I assumed at the 
time this was the result of some kind 
of studio trikery - 1 later discovered 
they could reproduce it live, it was 
just that they'd developed a particular 
way of using effects pedals. Since 
then, they've expanded their range 


with each release, bringing country 
music, ambient and even rave within 
the scope of their guitar-drums-organ 
set-up, the expanded playing time of 
the CD format giving them space to 
explore, mix and match their different 
styles. But they've also become 
patchier with time, allowing weak and 
lazy rehashes of old ideas creeping in 
amongst the stronger material, With 
some selective programming of your 
CD player, you can turn this into an 
excellent LP-length disc. 'Autumn 
Sweater' is the immediate standout, 
with the military snap of Georgia 
Hubley's drums locking the sinister 
repeating organ figure into place. 

Then there's 'Moby Octopad' with 
bassist James McNew (I think) adding 
a beautiful, delicate singing component 
to the already formidable roster of 
voices. I thought I'd had my fill of Ira 
Kaplan's obligatory feedback 
workouts, but in We're an American 
Band' he's tied to a melody which 
forces him onto crazier ground than 
when he's in free-form mode. 

HARLEY RICHARDSON 

Broadcast, Work and Non 
Work 

Warp CD52 (1997) 

Broadcast seemed to emerge from a 
sticky chrysalis fully formed. This 
compilation of their first three EPs is 
so sure of its own elliptical cool and 
confident layering of synthetic sound 
you wonder if this Birmingham 
five-piece single-mindedly refined 
these space-age pop structures long 
before sitting their GCSEs. Naysayers 
will point out that such 
bubbling-moog meets icy-femme-vox 
stuff couldn't have existed without 
the influence of the ubiquitous 
Stereolab. Fair enough, the 'Lab were 
original patrons via their Duophonic 
imprint, but there any major 
connections end. Broadcast reject the 
airy Euro-flavour of their pals in 
favour of an appealing provincial 
graininess. Many of their tunes and 
cut-up instrumentals echo UK 60s 
black and white TV serials like Danger 
Man and Edgar Wallace, all stabbing 
harpsichord motifs and moody John 
Barry atmospherics. The perfect foil 
for Trish Keenan's resigned and 
restrained singing. Buried halfway back 
in the mix you can almost picture her 
in an olive acrylic polo-neck, 
mumbling fatalistic observations as 
she stares out at night-time traffic. 
Impressive and accomplished, 


Broadcast's debut could well prove to 
be their hard-to-follow defining 
moment. 

JOHN BAGNALL 

Labradford, Mi media 
naranja 

Blast First BFFP 1-14CD (1997) 

Mainly an instrumental mood-exercise 
set, but the treatment of the vocal on 
the sixth track is subdued and 
distorted in a way that lets you know 
in no uncertain terms that the singer 
is a mysterious, sinister and troubled 
kinda guy ...a Matt Johnson move that 
suggests there's a few The The 
records in his collection. This device 
is often overused on records to signal 
'alienation', and its unthinking 
appearance here is emblematic of the 
poor attitude of the whole record. 
Apart from a sound like scraping a 
cymbal (interestingly used as a rhythm 
track on the sixth track), there is little 
sign of anything imaginative about this 
disc. It's refreshing to hear modern 
bands making use of violins, strings 
and piano, instruments not usually 
associated with a rock context - step 
forward Tindersticks or Belle and 
Sebastian, both of whom are OK 
although I personally find that 
contrived scene a bit of a blind alley. 
However Labradford for their part 
can't come up with a decent tune, nor 
do they have sufficient imagination to 
do anything special with the delicate 
arrangements they've taken such 
trouble over. A big difference 
between them and Martin Denny, 
Arthur Lyman and co is that those 
easy-listening arrangers were at least 
masters of the sweet melody. 

Granted, we welcome more 
alternatives to loudness in modern 
music (this quiet disc is thus a relief 
from thumping dance music) but 
Labradford's lamebrain approach isn't 
a successful one. And if I ever hear 
that expansive Ry Cooder-style slide 
guitar used to suggest 'atmosphere' 
again, I'll tape over my copy of Paris 
Texas. The coup de grace for this 
listener was the final long track with 
its banal Play School image of a 
Hawaiian island paradise (gently 
descending xylophone notes = a 
trickling stream, you get the idea), the 
only surprise being that Labradford 
resisted the temptation to add the 
diched sound of breaking surf. Just 
how 'alternative' is this supposed to 
be? 

HARLEY RICHARDSON 
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Aqueous and Roedelius, 
Meeting the Magus 
Hermetic HERM 4444 (1997) 

Two musos of the 'tasteful' 
persuasion with their very expensive 
synthesizer suites have managed to 
hook up with German big-guy 
Hans-Joachim Roedelius. This CD is 
the result, twittering in your face with 
its electronic sounds ranging from the 
pleasant and twee to the unbearably 
naff, with very little in between. 
Andrew Heath and Felix Jay were 
clearly thrilled at 'meeting the magus', 
and I suspect their awed respect has 
paralysed their creative forces 
somewhat. As to Roedelius' 
motivation, who knows; it's a far cry 
from his Eno collaborations, and an 
even further one from Cluster. Felix 
Jay brought his black boxes to play 
with Roedelius on stage in London 
19/1 1/97, and his contributions didn't 
add a great deal then, either. 

Trial of the Bow, Rite of 
Passage 

Release RR 6950-2 (1996) 

Don't bother buying this, it's far too 
tasteful and pseudo to have in your 
home. But there's one nice little 
ethereal droney track called 'The Eyre 
of Awakening' which I spin now and 
again; expect it to be sampled by 
Loop Guru or a canny DJ before long, 
either that or these geeks will be 
playing on Sting's next LP. Trial of the 
Bow are two harmless Australian 
clods who create this 'sensual, tribal 
music' utilising both ethnic and 
modern instruments. Bleah. 

Piano Magic, Popular 

Mechanics 

Che 2102 (1997) 

Don't throw flimsy sub-categories at 
Piano Magic! Popular Mechanics is not 
a piece of Isolationist Electronica, 
though lengthy passages consist of 
pure machine-stress crackle. This ain't 
synth pop either, even if rinky dink 
Kraftwerkian melodies sprout up 
when abstraction momentarily peters 
out. Then there's Concrete-style 
natural sounds and quirky female 
monologues about lathes, Raleigh 
bikes, logarithms and baking... 

Disparate, yet somehow seamless, 
this first Piano Magic disk begs to be 
heard in its entirety - as an evolving 
soundscape. If there's a unifying mood 
it's one of mysterious domestic 


quietude. Maybe those anonymous 
boffins (a duo?) are heirs to the weird 
gentility of the BBC Radiophoinc 
Workshop? Their 7" For Engineers 
(Wurlitzer jukebox WJ26) sounded 
like the tinkerings of two amiable 
electricians in a potting shed. 
Whatever your choice, you shouldn't 
regret taking a detour down Piano 
Magic's garden path. 

JOHN BAGNALL 

Stephen Fellows, MoodX 

English Electric Records, CSA 
301 (1997) 

Krel, Ad Astra 

Dead Ernest DERNCD 11 (1997) 

Curious-Fellows, some of you may 
remember, was the flange-loving 
guitarist in 1 980s group The Comsat 
Angels, support act at many a duff gig. 
Here he turns in a CD's worth of 
Ambient / Space Rock solo studio 
experiments. An artist developing his 
innate talents for electronica, or a 
cynical cash-in on the latest fads? 
Either way, this heap of helpings is 
overlong, where an EP's worth might 
have been acceptable. Each track is a 
two or three minute stab in the dark 
(one of them using a cigarette lighter 
as a sound source - pretty 
avant-garde huh?); everything suggests 
a rather mediocre talent switching 
restlessly between gadgets in the very 
expensive train set of the recording 
studio. Only a couple of tracks 'Take 
4' and 'Whoosh Part Two' cross the 
three-minute barrier and begin to 
develop, but not far enough into 
'Whoosh' territory. Nothing 
objectionable, but singularly 
unspectacular. 

Krel's Ad Astra is an unpretentious 
dyed-in-the-wool retro item, heavily 
influenced by the Hawkwind school of 
70s Space Rock, and plugs into an 
entire subculture of fans who love 
this style of music (and probably little 
else, one assumes). Played mostly by 
Martin M of Manchester, here are 
comfortingly familiar monosyllabic 
power chord loop riffs, chiming 
acoustic guitars, phasing effects and 
oodles of cosmic synth tones. Can be 
convincing enough when he stays in 
the groove, but half the force is lost 
when the beat stops dead to let the 
track segue rather clumsily into inert 
synth washes while the creator stares 
wistfully into the sunset. Other tracks 
almost resemble the kind of 
background music used in the 


Discovery Channel, or by Polytechnic 
Media students attempting to emulate 
such films. One Hawkwind is probably 
enough for this country; they're like 
our Grateful Dead in terms of a 
dedicated legion of blinkered fans, 
though nowhere near as interesting 
musically. From the Star Trek 
typeface on the cover to the banal 
chocolate box photographs, there's 
nothing in this package to surprise or 
enlighten you, but it is graced with an 
unassuming charm (despite 
pretentious sci-fi lyrics, Martin is not 
a pompous ego-tripping soloist) which 
wins hands down over the cynical 
career-move flavour of Mood X. 

Sophia, Fixed Water 
The Flower Shop Recordings 
FLOWCD 004 

I like a good serving of depressing 
music as much as the next maladjust, 
but it's hard to be affected by the 
likes of Sophia. The message of Robin 
Proper's lyrics seems to be simply 'life 
is unfair', but he expresses this 
commonplace truth in extremely 
mundane and pointless terms. The 
lyrics read like the work of a dour 
sixth-former cataloguing their 
misfortunes. If Daniel Johnston's 
words are a positive and cathartic 
expression of pain (for both 
performer and audience) then 
Sophia's is a humourless and self-pityig 
drain on everyone's energies. Their 
music is a stumbling block too, with 
the band's cod attempt to be 
melancholic, sketching in songs 
soullessly with a mix of lazy 
finger-picking and slightly detuned 
acoustic and electric guitars (as if 
they've tried to emulate a single 
aspect of Neil Young's music, unable 
to see the other interesting elements 
that go into it). I much prefer those 
parts of this LP where the music is at 
odds with the apparent intention of 
the lyrics - in particular on 'So Slow' 
and 'Happy When You're Sad', where 
the band lock together and a creative 
spark not otherwise in evidence is 
suddenly ignited, producing two 
uplifting gems. An NME journo would 
probably call Sophia's music 'the 
sound of suicide' - but as far as I'm 
concerned the aforementionned two 
tracks are great reasons for being 
alive. 

HARLEY RICHARDSON 
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Ihvee 

Favourite 

Sound 

Obscurios 

By Niall Richardson 

Leo Diamond, Harmonica Melodies EP 

Columbia SEG 7781 fc. 1950sl 

The fact that I know little about this musician / composer 
matters not to me - quite the contrary, the sense of 
mystery seems to enrich the listening experience. On the 
cover he looks like some kind of surreal magician, like The 
Great Gonzo from a 1 920s black and white silent movie, 
an image definitely in tune with the music. Perhaps the 


strange sounds were 
simply pulled out of 
his magic hat, a 
possible explanation 
for the 

otherworldliness of 
his sound. It 
certainly is 
unbelievable that 
these complex 
recordings are the 
result of something 
as down to earth as 
a performance in a 
studio. 

Imagine being 
submerged beneath 
a turquoise, tropical 
ocean: the drone of 
the harmonica is the 
cool current passing 
over your skin, the 
strange 
accompanying 
noises: exotic sea 
creatures weaving 
peacefully about in 
front of you. But 
there is a sinister 
tone. Perhaps some 
terrible creature lies 
beyond in darker 
waters, watching 
and waiting for the 
right moment 
before mounting its 
attack. But that 
moment never comes and while the music exists, you can 
delight in the heady atmosphere it so effortlessly evokes. 

From a time when pop music was so suburban and 
squeaky clean, it's heartening to find that music existed 
with some sensitivity that was separate from Rock 'n' Roll. 

I often wonder whether Leo Diamond realised he was 
creating such weird and exciting sounds, or if he thought 
(incorrectly) that he was going with the flow. The fact that 
I found this EP in an 'Oldies' shop suggests that it sold 
fairly well when it was released (c. 1950), but I wonder 
what kind of disgust must have greeted this via the 
majority of the population brought up with Cole Porter 
and Doris Day. 

Bela Babai, An Evening in Budapest 

Period Records LP TL1934 fc. 19551 

The first impression is of intense colour, a kind of reddish 
purple that engulfs the entire sound. Then, the intricacy of 
the playing comes across thick and fast. Babai's violin 
sustaining intense, slow drones over a rumbling cello and 
chiming piano. The latter forming a muddy whirlpool 
behind the chainsaw lead instrument. Each chord on the 
violin played with such insistency that it burns itself into 
your brain leaving a permanent scar. On a more detached 
level, the combined effect is like watching a scratchy Super 
8 film filtered through a tinted lens. 
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Hearing this always reminds me of music from a Werner 
Herzog film, the name of which I forget. In a (typically 
grim) bar scene the camera focuses on a peasant string 
quartet who are making the most amazing racket. They 
look calm as they play their strange medieval instruments 
but the sound is like they're attacking the strings, etching 
their individual personalities in sound. It's seemingly not an 
angry aggression but more the result of an intense 
enjoyment of their craft and wanting to see how far they 
can push each note before hitting the next. 

Babai's style reminds me also of another violinist: one John 
Cale of The Velvet Underground. The droning, aggressive 
nature of their music is not where the similarity ends. Both 
happened to be child prodigies - Babai (according to the 
liner notes) playing his first gig at the age of four, 
progressing to recitals all over Europe and America by age 
twelve. God knows he old he was by the time this came 
out, but the cover suggests he'd had an active career 
before it did. I'd like to think that his life had followed 
many twists and turns, and years of intense struggling, 
before finally he reached his artistic peak and created this: 
his masterpiece. In fact I have little solid information on 
this genius. 


There's something quite chameleon about these 
performances. Every time I listen they take on a new 
colour and have an increasingly rich texture. Like a void 
viewed from above which increasingly is filled with more 
and more strange objects for you to look at and be 
fascinated by. Similarly, in my more cynical moods, it 
becomes like bland background ambience for your local 
curry house - like wallpaper. Such multi-dimensional 
sounds are to be treasured. All the more for me because. I 
happened to find this disc by accident whilst rummaging 
through my mate's mother's ageing record collection. 



D I 

MENACING 


s c u 

INTELLIGENCE ON 


©®C 


©©« 


©SO 


©so 


©©0 


®©e 


MARTIN ARCHER 

88 ENEMIES 

SOLO WORKS FOR PIANO. SEQUENCERS AND ELECTRONICS) 

[SOUND GALLERY 

j COMPOSITIONS BY MARTIN ARCHER. MICHAEL SZPAKOWSKI. 
UdAL STRUTT, TIM RISHER, NIK BIZZELL-BROWNING 


(TRANSIENT V 
ELECTRICAL 


RESIDENT 
SHROUD 


| DEBUT CD BY AMBIENT TO ABRASIVE ELECTRONICS DUO 

[MARTIN ARCHER AND CHRIS BYWATER 

It his music is silent 

[UNTIL YOU LISTEN 

[ACADEMICALLY INCORRECT ELECTROACOUSTICS BY 
[MARTIN ARCHER, KATHARINE NORMAN 
1 SIMON H FELL, ROBERT GODMAN, SIMON VINCENT 

MARTIN ARCHER 

[GHOST LILY CASCADE 

(much ACCLAIMED MIX OF ELECTRONICS AND IMPROV 
[ARCHER'S FINEST - BEGINNERS START HERE; 

[network 

[VOLUME ONE AND VOLUME TWO 

|50+ NINETY SECOND TRACKS COLLECTED FROM 
ISOUNDSMITHS WORLDWIDE EDITED INTO A SINGLE FLOW 


CDs £12 PLUS £1' P&P OUTSIDE UK «-©« 
AVAILABLE ONLY BY MAIL ORDER 
1 CATALOGUE - CONTACT archer@rncmail.com 
BOX 658 SHEFFIELD S10 3YR ENGLAND 




a mm 



Ferrante and Teicher, Love Themes from 
Cleopatra 

United Artists LP UAS 6290 (1961) 

I don't mind admitting I'm a sucker when it comes to the 
Easy Listening section of a record shop. All those brightly 
coloured covers and strange titles never fail to fascinate 
me and I find sifting through them as enjoyable as going to 
any art gallery. Unfortunately, the only thing the average 
Happy Hammond or Music For. LV has going for it is a 
pretty picture of some half-naked lass. Still, I find myself 
compulsively collecting these exotic objects, much to the 
irritation of my friends. 

In any given used record store you'll be sure to find a 
dozen Ferrante and Teicher discs, and cheaper than the 
rest. Most of them are orchestrated cover versions of 
popular themes from the sixties. What’s crazy is that these 
guys are the forgotten geniuses of their time and, even 
during the recent lame 'Loungecore' craze, their LPs were 
avoided like a bad smell. It seems even arch-schmaltzster 
Mancini did better than F&T, with 'indie kids' drooling over 
mint copies of his vinyl, issues at thirty quid apiece. 

Little is it known that F&T were originally avant-gardists, 
and began their career by plinking and plucking their pianos 
a la John Cage whilst titling their LPs with such far-out 
names as The Sound of Tomorrow Today! and Sound 
Blasts. What we have here with Love Themes from 
Cleopatra though is one of their later Martini offerings; a 
bombastic delve into the realm of schlock string 
orchestras and ethereal angelic voices, but nevertheless a 
classic. By now they'd ditched their arty leanings and 
jumped head first into mastering the cocktail piano. The 
results are rather like watching circus acrobatics, as the 
notes soar and descend with breathtaking precision. One 
piano dives as the other rises, and the effect can be quite 
mind-scrambling when it's heard in full stereo. Anyone 
who's a fan of stereo ping-pong master Esquivel would 
enjoy the experience. Anyway, if you don't believe me it'll 
only cost you a pound to check them out. It's got a pretty 
cover too! 
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